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Polite Songſter. 
CURIOUS COL LECTION 
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| New Songs, 


AS LATELY SUNG AT ALL THE 


THEATRES, GARDENS, CLUBS, 
TAVERN 8, Oc. 
In L ENGLAND, ScoTLAND and Ia ELAND: 
Many of which are Originals, 
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A Collection of the moſt eſteemed CATCHES 1 
and GLEES. 


By Muſic minds an equal temper ND 5 14 
Nor ſwell too high, nor ſink too low; -4 = ; 
If in the breaſt tumultuous joys __ . | 

_ Muſic her ſoft aſſuaſive voice applies; : + <q | 
Or, when the ſoul is preſs'd with cares, ; 
Exalts her in enlivening zirs : | 2 : 

.- Warriors ſhe fires with animated ſounds ; 3 „ 
Pours balm into the bleeding lovers 3 Pop. 
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| Polite Songſter. 


f ns 


e N love be controul'd by advice? 
"oy Can madneſs and reaſon agree? 
| "6 O Molly, who'd ever be wile, 


It madneſs i is loving of thee ? 


Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe: 5 
The joy they want ſpirits to taſte; tr 

Let me ſeize on old Time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of lite while they laſt. 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares ; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy: 

Too ſoon may we meet with grey hairs ; 
Too ſoon may repent being coy. | 


Then, Molly, for what ſhould we tay, 
*Till all our beſt blood does run cold? 
Our youth we can have but to-day, 


We may always find time to grow old. 
4 . A 2 


————— 
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Sung by the Squire in Thomas and SALLY, 


Tu E echoing horn calls the fportſman abroad, 
Io horſe, my brave boys, and away; 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. | 

What pleafure we find in purſuing the fox, 

O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 

Then follow, we'll ſoon over take him, huzza! ! 

| The traitar 1s ſeiz d on and dies. N 


3 returning at night ch the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 


How ſweet is the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 


And loſe the fatigues of the day? _ 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours: _. 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 


Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


EVER WEE n wk uit V, WAR 
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oi E whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing 
dan, 

The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, | 

Loud ſings the blackbird thro? reſounding groves, 

And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing ſun. 
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AIR. | | 

Ad, to the copſe lead away, ; ; 
And now my boys throw off the honndsz _ i 

Fil warrant he'll ſhew us ſome play, | 
See, yonder he ſculks thro? the grounds. 

Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke *em, 

my bloods, 

'Tis a delicate ſcent lying morn ; 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
”Twixt echo, the hounds and the horn. | 


»- 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 1 
In cover no ſafety can find; 4 

So he breaks it and ſcours amain, — 
And leaves us at diſtance behind: FS. Is 5 

O' er rocks and o'er hedges and rivers we ly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 

Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die; 5 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the; dale, 
| Al parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
. His ſpeed can no longer avail, _ | 
Nor his cunning his life can prolong: _ +, 
k From our ſtaunch and fleet pack was in vain 
that he fled, f 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn; 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, | 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 
8 * 
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By J. CuxxIN SRAM. 


Tan E ſilver moon's enämour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro' the night, | 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 
Ts courts be gone, heart ſoothing fleep,, 


Where you've ſeldem been, 
Wmilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expedtant wait, f 
In primroſe chaplets gay; | 


Till morn unbars her golden gate, 


And gives the promis'd May : | 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare- 

e promis'd May, when ſeen, | 
Not half ſo fragran half fo fair, 

> As Kate of Aberdeen. ; 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 


Till new wak'd birds diſtend their chroath, 


And -hail the maid I love: 

At her-approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new- dreſsꝰd green — 
Fond bird ! *tis not the morning breaks, 

*Tis Kate of Aberdeen, 


2 
8 


$ONGSTER 


Now, blithſome, o'er the 47 mead,. 
Where elves diſportive play, _ 
The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay; | : 
Till May, in morning robe, draws: nigh, | 
And claims a virgin queen 
The nymphs and ſwains, exalting, cry, - | 
Here's Kate of e Hops 
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Cymon. 4 D [PHIGENT 4. : 


A CAN. T A. Sung by Mr. BEAR D. FN 
Set by Dr. An xk. „ 


1 
1 «we fl 1 
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REIT AT 1 . 


INE AR a thick grove, whoſe geep embow'r 1 
ing ſhade, 

Seem'd moſt for love and conteiluilariv made 

A chryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repole ; 3 
Thither retir'd from Phœbus“ ſultry ray, ay 
And lull'd in fleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 
Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 


He trudg'd along, unknowing what. be ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went for want of thought ; ; 


But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, +. 
He gap'd—he ſrar'd, her lovely form furve 7 Ay 
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And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung. 


..- + 


Beauty and nature thus inform*d his tongue. 


3 A 1 8. 

The ſtream that glides in murmurs. s by, 
Who's glaſſy boſom ſhe ws the (ky, 
Completes the rural ſcene, 

Completes the rural ſcene; ___ 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 

Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too 4546 Iphigene. 


5 err rant 
She wakes and ftarts—poor Cymon * 


ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 


Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 

Where honour's preſent, {ure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 

Oh, Cymon ! if *tis you, I need not riſe; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 

The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
But thus with extacy purſu'd his ſong. 


AIR. 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 


In wanton ringlets down thy neck, 
Thy love- inſpiring mein, 
Thy love - inſpiring mein; 
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Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
I die for pphigeny> 0 © 
Rercirari vr. 5 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from hence 


The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe : 


She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 


And thinks he might improve his auk'ard gait 5. 


Bids him be ſeoret, and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour to meet his faithful Friend. 


Thus mighty love could teach a clown to pleads. 


And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 


A 1 Ro 

Love's a pure, a ſacred, fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire, 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul > 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate _ 
Had made our lives of too long date:; 

But blet with beauty and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above. 
What * do above. 


— 
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\ Vn HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſh 


man's food, 4 
It ennobled our veins, and eariched our blood, H 0 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were 6 
good: 1 
O the roaſt beef of Old England ! 11 
And O the Old Engliſh roalt beet ! 1 


But ſince we have learnt from all- conquering 
5 France, 
To eat their ragouts, as well as to a 3 
We're fed up with nothing but vain complaiſance: 
O the roait beef, &c. 1 


O.ur fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout and ſtrong, 
And kept open houte with good cheer all day long, 
Which made their PROP tenants \ rejoice in this 
. ſong; 
| 3 O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But now we are Awindied to- what ſhall I name, 
A ſneaking poor race, half begotten, —and tame, 
Who ſully thoſe honours that onee ſhone in fame: 'S 

O the roaſt beef, &c. 


When good queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, : 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip - ſlops were known, | ö 
The world was in terror, if e*er the did frown :. * _ f 
© the. roaſt beet, Kc. | . a 


I 


They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 
As witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. . 
[Oh! then they had ſtomachs to eat, and to fight, 


And, when wrongs were a n to do them- 
ſelves right: 


But now we're a pack of —T could but . night; 


O the roaſt beef of Old England! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef 
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TuE PR D ENT SHEPH ERDESS. 
Sung by Miſs JamESON, at VAUXHALL. 


Muſic by Mr. PoTTER. 


A T the age of ſixteen I had ſweethearts a ſcore, 


more; 

But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd a word in my ear, 
That men were deceitful, and meant to enſnare; 
I vow'd to remember the words ſhe had ſaid, 
For * they ſhould harm an innocent maid.. 


_—_ 


They kiſs'd and careſs'd me, what could they do 


SONGS T E R. „ 
In choſe days, if their fleet did preſume on the main, 


| But lately young Strephon, the . of the plain, 
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Each night [ went forth to the ſports of the green, 
Such numbers came round me as never was ſeen ; 
They praiſed ev'ry feature, and flatter'd, and 


{wore, 
But alas ! they to others had done fo before : 
I liſten'd with caution to what they all ſaid, 
Tor fear * ſhould harm a poor innocent maid. 


Has try'd ev'ry art my affeftions to gain; 
There lives not, perhaps, ſo accompliſh'd o 
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youth, þ 
He's known all around for his virtue and truth ; 
Whenever he's with me I am not afraid, 
He never will harm a poor innocent maid. 
I muſt not be prudiſh, nor forward, nor free, 5 
But Pll cherith the ſwain, ſince he's conſtant to 


me; 
His heart is right honkht, his actions ſincere, 
And to pleaſe me alone is his wiſh and his care; 


He loves me fo truely, Pl! not be afraid, 


For he never will harm a. poor innocent maid. 


» 
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TOW GST ER 
A TOUCH ON THE TIMES 


Written by Janes Wonne Ha. 7 


Com liſten, and laugh at the dee 
Since folly was never ſo ripe;  _ | 
For ev'ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes 

That give his own follies a wipe: 
We live in a kind of diſguiſe ; 

We flatter, we lye, and proteſt, 
While each of us artfully tries 

On others to faſten the jeſt. 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo'd, 
Returns ev'ry ſigh with diſdain : 
And while by her lover purſu'd, 
Can laugh at his folly and pain: 
But when from her innocence won, 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, 
When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs (tho? unjuſt) i in his turn. 


The fools, who at law do 9 
Can laugh at each other's dilrels, * | 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 
Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs ; 
h B | 


And ſo ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
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Til! hamper'd by tedious expence, 

Altho' to compound they are loth, 
They'll find, when reſtor'd to their ſenſe, 
The lawyers fit laughing at both. 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 

For each fool to laugh at the other, 
Let us ſtrive, with a gen'rous compaſſion, 
Io correct, not contemn, one another. 
We all have ſome follies to hide, 
Which, known, would diſhonour the beſt ; 
And life, when 'tis thoroughly try'd,. 
Like friendſhip, will ſeem but a jeſt. 


enn ame ee en. cp en cee cen ce -* ICC ICI II CI 7 
Written by Mr. SHENSTONE. 


\ V HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart ! 

And I thought—but it might not be fone 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart, 

She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 

My path I could ſcarcely diſcern ; 


I thought ſhe had bade me return. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove I had labour'd to rear 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
Lhaſted, and planted it there. 


* 
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Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 


So much I her accents adore, - 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays,. 
I'm ſure till to love her the more. 


And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 


Come, ſhepherds, and tell of her ways; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain 

Who would ſing me a ſong in her praiſe. 

While he ſings, may the maids of the town: 


Come flocking, and liſten the while; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho? I cannot allow her to ſmile... 


To fee when my charmer goes by, 


Some hermit peeps out of his cell; 
How he thinks of his youth with a ſigh! 
How fondly he.wiſhes her well! 


On him ſhe may ſmile, if the Hleaſe, 
It will warm the cool boſom of age 
Vet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 


Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


Pve ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To deck the dear charms I approve; 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, _ 
80 tor 22 ſo delightful as love 45 
* 


1 


Sonst rern. 
1 ſing in a ruſtical way, 

A ſhepherd, and one of the throng ; 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay : 

Go, poets, and envy my ſong. 


' 
. . o 


THE EFFORTS OF LOVE AND MUSE, 


; E morning op'd ſmiling, all nature was 
gays 
And Flora had chequer'd the grove ; 


The thruſh and the linnet were heard on the . 
Attuning their voices to love. 


Young Damon, well pleas'd, in a woodbine retreat, 
To Phillis unboſom'd his mind; 

But his paſſion in vain did the ſhepherd repeat, 

With coolneſs his ſuit ſhe declin'd. 


In murmurs "4 muſic now glides thro' che a air, 
To harmony wakens the vale; | | 
The nymph caught the ſound, when her raptures | 
declare 
Full hopes of ſucceſs to his tale. 
Exulting, thus Damon his wiſhes expreſs d== 
Thoſe notes breathing love's gentle fire, 
Speaking joy to Alexis, with Sylvia bleſs'd, 
And love all their virtues inſpire : 
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@: ceaſe, then, my deareſt, to treat with diſdain 
An heart ſway'd by virtue and love, 


But haſte to yon fane at the top of the plain, 
And Hymen's mild influence prove. 


Thus muſic and love were too much for the fainz 
In vain ſhe her wiſhes would hide; 
Her bluſhes the ſtate of her boſom declare, 
And Damon could not be deny'd. 


„„ e 


THE CROSS-PURPOSES.. 


Sung at RAxELACGSR. 


Fo M loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; 

But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry 

For benny Bell for Thomas burns, . 
Whilk Mary flights his paſſion: 

So ſtrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. | 


Moll gave Hal a wreath" of flow'rs,. 
Which he, in am'rous folly, 
Gonfign'd to Bell, and in few hours>... - 0-7" 
It came again to Molly : Te ; 
B. 3. 


; 
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Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer ; 


Each loves the object they purſue, 
2255 hates * kind * 


As much as Mary Thomann grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 
And all the flouts which Bell receives = 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry. | 
If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer; 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good-humour, 


Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 

How much 'tis ev'ry one's concern 

Too ſmile at reformation. 

And kill, thro? life, this rule purſue,. 

Whatever objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 

* That thoſe you love may like you. 


? * 


F.... x ALICIG 
Sung at Fax. Masons HALL. 


A 8818 T me, ye fair tuneful nine, 


Euphroſyne grant me thy aid; 
Whilſt the honours I ſing of the trine, 
Prefide o' er my numbers, blythe maid. 
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3 Ceaſe clamorous faction, oh ceaſe. ! 

XZ _ Fly henre all ye cynical train; 

'F Diſturb not, diſturb not the Lodge's ſweet peace, 
Where ſilence and ſecreſy reign. ; 


Religion untainted here dwells, 
Here the morals of Athens are taught; 
Great Hiram's tradition here tells 
How the world out of chaes was brought, * 
With fervency, freedom, aud zeal, S. 
Our maſter's commands we obey ; 
No cowan, no cowan. our ſecrets can Real, 
No babler our myſt'ries betray. / 


Here wifdem her ſtandard diſplays ; ;: 
Here nobly the ſciences ſhine; _ 9 
Flere the temple's vaſt column we raiſe, RT 
And finiſh a work that's divine. 
Illum'd from the eaſt with pure light, 
Here the arts do their bleſſings beſtow, 
And all perfect, all perfect unfold to the light, 
What none but a maſon can know. 


. i on inves any praiſe can be found, 
Any virtue unnam'd in my ſong, * 
Any grace in the univerſe round, * 
May theſe to a maſon belong: 


— — . S * = — 
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May each brother his paſſions ſubdue, . 
Pradtiſe charity, concord, and love, 


And be hail'd, and be hail'd by the thrice happy | 


few 


Who Preite! in the grand Lodge above. 
— — * 
sung! in the mex. 


B E HOLD this fair goblet, D car vid fi rom 
the tree; 
Which, oh! N ſweet Shakeſpeare, was s planted by. 
thee ;. 
As a relic I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine; 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield to the 8 
Bend to thee, | 
Bleſs'd mulberry ;: 
Matchleſs was he, 
That planted thee, | 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhalt be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt; ſo rampant and kick, 


Who ſpread: round: your n whole heads- 


ſweep the ſky ; 
Ye curious exotics whom taſte has wennde les, 
To root out the natives at prices ſo dear: 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


, * 
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The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our eoaſt : 
Of the fir we make ſhips ; that thouſands that fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 

All ſhall yield, &c. A 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs, 
Pomona in fruit- trees, and Flora in flow'rs; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flow'rs, and the faireſt of 
fruit. 
All ſhall Field, &c. 


With learning and knowledge the well. letter'd ? 
hirch | 


Supplies law and puy ne, and grace for the church, 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 


He gives the beſt phyſic for 9 and mind. 


All ſhall yield, Kc. 


The fame of che patron gives 12 to the tree; 


From him and his merits this takes its degree; 

Give Phcebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 

The tree of our Shakeſpeare is Rill more divine. | 
All ſhall _ Sv 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright : 
day, 
More rapture than wine to che heark can n convey 1 
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So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 


Has the laurel and bays, and the vine, all i in one. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


| Then each take a relic of this hollow tree, 


From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 


To honour your country, do honour to A 
All ſhall yield, &c. 
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THE BROOM 0 F COWDENEN.OWS. 


Ho W blithe was I each mera co te: 
My ſwain come Oer the hill! 


_ Hs teap'd the brook, and flew to me :. 


I met him with good will. 
I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb, 
While his flocks near me lay : 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me all the day. * 
Oh ! the broom, the bouny bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe ;. 


1 with I was with my dear ſwain,. 


With his pipe and my ewes... 
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He tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt' ning by: 
The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gaz? d, a 
Charm'd with his melody: 5 
While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envy*d not the faireſt dame, 
Tho? &er ſo rich and gay. 
O the broom, &c. 


_ He did oblige me ev'ry hour, Fe 
Could I but faithful be? : FA 
"I He ſtole my heart; cou'd I refuſ ee 

_ - Whate'er he ask'd of me? 1 

Hard fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 7 
Gang heavily and mourn, 52G 

Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 


That ever yet was born. 
O the broom, &c. 


SS op ootoooteeoeoctae) 
_BLITHE COLIN. | 
Written by Mr. Hawxixs. 
* Sung at RAXELAGH- 


Br the fide of the ſweet river Tay, | 
Or elſe on the banks of the Tweed, 2 
| Young Colin he whiſtles all day, 
Or merrily pipes on his reed. 


His mind is a ſtranger to care, | 
For he is blithe, bonny, and free; 

At harveſt, at wake, and at fair, 135 
No ſwain is ſo chearful as he. 


At eve, when we dance on the green, 
How ſprightly he joins in the throng; 
80 pleaſing his air and his mien, Ta 
So gaily he trips it along! 
The lafſes his manners adore, 
And ſtrive his affections to gain; 
When abſent, for him they deplore, 
All ſigh for the ſmiles of the ſwain. 


ut I am the girl to his mind, 

He choſe me above all the reſt, 
And vows that to me he'll be kind, 
With me he will ever be bleſt. 
The maidens all envy my bliſs, 
And tell me Pm ſimple and vain 
' Yet I'm not diſpleaſed at this, | 
Nor heed their contempt and diſdain. | 


SONGSTER. 25 


THE SOGER LAssII; A SCOTCH BALLAD. 
5 Sung at VP AUXHALL. 


I * L L paſs no dull, inglorious life, 
At home I will not tarry; 

I like the drum and martial fife, 

I'll to the camp with Harry, 

The peaceful pipe, and ruſlic play, 
No longer is my paſſion; _ 

If Harry goes, I will not ſtay, 

For war is now the faſhion. 


Your Jean will not be left behind, * 
My heart's to fear a ſtranger; | - 
High ſeas and rocks I'll never ming. 
1 laugh at toil and danger. A 


I hope he will not tell me,nay,, © © _ 
Nor fancy Pm unſteady j 
If glory calls my ſwain away, % 60 Wi > 
Love bids me to be ready. Oo ON BA 


To 1 fands; from pleaſant Tweed, 7 1 
With him I mult be flying; . 748 5 
For ſhady grove, and painted mead, 5 

Your Jenny won't be crying. PE +4 | 
Till tumults o'er, adieu to all, i Ee TSR 
Not long 1 hope to tarryz _ | Pe 

EF bear the drum's enlivening call, . 
1 2825 be gone with _— 3 


* 
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Sung in CY MO. 


V \ HAT exquiſite pleaſure! 


This ſweet treaſure 
From me they ſhall never 
Sever; 
In thee, in thee, 
My charmer I ſee; 
II! figh and careſs thee, 
PII kiſs thee, and preſs thee, 


« Dus, thus to my boſom, for ever, and ever. 


4 FAVOURITE s ON Ge 


Fe bg morning very early, one morning in the 
: ſpring, 


* 


7 ö ; TY 


— 


I heard a maid in Bedlam who mournfully did i | 
Her chains ſhe rattled on her hands, e ney 


this fung the, 
I love my Wer becauſe J know my love loyes me. 


2 * 


O cruel were bis parents, who ſent my love to ſed, 


And eruel, eruel was the ſhip that bore my lare 
| from me; 


Yet I love his DE ſince chey'r re ere altho” 


they've ruin'd me, 
And I love my loves * I know my love loves 


ty 


| 
& 
& 
. of 
1 


a 


s Oo NGT ER. k * 


0 mould it RES the pitying pow'rs to call me to 


the ſky, | 72 
Pd . a guardian angel's charge wand: my love 
to fly; | 
To guard him from all dangers how happy ſhould | 
I be! | 
For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves 
me. | | p ; 


— wm 


III make a 8 garland, bor make it wondrous 


fine, 


With roſes, lilies, daiſies, Pll mix his eglantine ; 5 
And I'll preſent it to my love when he returns from 


ſea, 


For I love my love, becauſe 1 know my love boss 


me. 


. 


Oh, if I were a little bird to build upon his breaſt, 


Or if I were a nightingale to ſing my love to reſt! 
To gaze upon his lovely 70 all * rewary: ſhould - 


be; 0 uf 
For I love my love, becauſe L know coy: love un 


me. 


* 


Oh, if I were an eagle, to ſoar into the ey! 1 

Pd gaze around with piercing * where Imy love 

| | might PT 3 | 2 
4 f «7 
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But ah! unhappy maiden, that love you ne“ er ſhall | 


ſee, 
8 Yet, I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves | 
1 N 4 Me. b 
, | | 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 
Sung in M1iDas, , 


He as tight a lad to ſee to, 
As &er Rept in leather ſhoe, 


And, what's better, he'll love me too, | 
And to him I'll prove true blue. 


FT bo' my ſifler caſts a hawk's eye, . 
I I defy what ſhe can do; . 1 5 
He o'erlook'd the little doxy, 

—_ I'm che girl he means to woo. 

| | \ | 

= Hither I Role out to meet nt 

1 He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue + 
If the youth prove true, I'll fit him 

If he's falſe—T'lI fit him too. 


SONGSTER. 


HARRY 4 ND MARY. 
Sung at v4 224 LL 


Na E AR a hawthorn, I met on the plain 
Voung Molly, the ev'ning was ſtarry; * 
I talk'd in ſtrong terms of my pain, 
Tho; I never intended to marry. 
Her modeſt demeanor was ſuch, 
More than hagt i it prevail'd over Harry : 
I love her, I own, very much, | 
Tis true, but I never ſhall marry. : 


My companions all loudly complain, "a 


With them that I now never tarry; 

They have found out the cauſe of my pain, 
And fancy at laſt I ſhall marry : - 

Believe me, they know not my heart; 

This face I much longer can carry; 

I can bear a valt deal of love's ſmart, 
But I ne'er ſhall be tempted to marry. _ 


But ' tis long ſince I ſaw the dear maid, 
With Cupid for life muſt I parry ! 
Of Hymen I'm not much afraid, 
But ſurely I'd better not marry : 
Do I ſee her among this gay throng, 
Then what will become of poor Harry * * 
By paſſtiag I'm hurry'd along, ; 
Then take me, I'm ready to marry... 
C 3. 


2 4 
29 
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Bog” 


„% SONGSTER, 
| A LOYAL TOAST. 


F. LL, Kill your glaſſes, | 
Baniſh care ; 
See the toaſt paſſes 
Round, and fair: 
Health to the king, to his arms ſucceſs ! 
Bleſs his royal conſort ; their. offspring bleſs... 


| ES o<o ooDo SD ocooncp cocoa 1 


THESEA FIGHT; 4 CATCH, 
Written by Capt. THOMTSOx. 
Sung at VAUXHALL. 


Boarswax: ! pipe up, all hands hoy ! 1 
= - Turn out, ev'ry man and boy! 
1 Make fail, give chace, 
1 Then ſplice main brace!” 
A gallant ſhip! my boys, ſhe's F. rench! 
In grog and flip here's to each wench. 
5 Loof, boys, higher; 
_ Stand by—fire ! | 
| 1 zhe ſtrikes! ſhe firikes! our's is the day. 
1 | * glorious prize —belay, belay ! 


} 


ws 


K ————— —— 
* 4 


A MARTIAL s o . < 1 


| 
\ C OM 1E. 10 lads ak wiſh to ſhine. 
| i Bright in tuture Rory !. 


; 


N 


S Oo NYGS T E R. 


Haſte to arms, and form the line 
That leads to martial glory | 
Charge the muſquet, .point the lance,, 
Brave the worſt of dangers ; 


Tell the bluſt' ring ſons, of France 


That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


* 


Britain, when the liou's rouz'd, 


And her flag is rear ing, 
Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 

To drub the foe that's daring. 
Charge the muſquet, &c. 


Hearts of oak, with ſpeed advance 
Pour your naval thunder 
On the trembling ſhores of Franc 

And ſtrike the world with won 


Charge the muſquet, &c, 


Honour for the brave to thare 
Is the nobleſt booty; 6 
Guard your coaſt, protect the fair, 
For that's a Briton's duty. 


What if . to take their Parte 
Form a baſe alliance; 

All unite, and Engliſh hearts 
May bid the world defiance. 
Beat the drum, the trumpet found... 

Manly and united; 


/ 


* 


And who are ſo Seinkete ſo bappy as we ? . 


We * no arts with hypocriſy e 9 5 
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Danger face, maintain your ground, 


. And ſee your country righted! 


ot 


STII tt; ace I ee rtr dg . A TR TINT MIEFI NY 
Sung in the SHEEP-SHEARING: 
[ AWN as hits as . ſnow, 


Cyprus, black as e'er was crow; 
Gloves, as ſweet as damaſk roſes, 


- Maſks for faces and the noſes; 


Bugle bracelets, necklace amber, 
Perfume for a lady's chamber; 
Golden coifs, and ſtomachers, 
For my lads to give their dears *© 
Pins, and poaking ſticks of ſteel ; 
What maids lack from head to heel: 
Come buy of me; come buy, come. buy, 
Buy lads, or elſe your laſſes ery. 


eee e 


. the SHEEP-SHEARING. 


* 


0 M E, come, my good ſhepherds, our ir flocks. 
we mult ſhear; : 
In your holiday ſuits, with your laſſes appear: 
The happieſt folks are the guiltleſs and free; 


| We harbour no paſſions by. lucury taught; 7 


Agua inclination, ah ! what can they 40 ? 


* 


SONGS TER. 33 

| What we think in our ne NY read i in our +. 0 
eyes; 3 
For, knowing 1 no falſhood, we need 3 no diſguiſe. "+ 


That giant, — 0 85 we never can dn 

Our roofs are toc low for ſo lofty a head: 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 

They ſmile with the imple, ang feed with _ 
poor. 


* 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we „ N 

Like the flock that we feed, are the e La 
feel ; 

So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport : od we play, 

And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. | 


% 


| 2 | 
222 — —— 
Sung in the 1 DES ERTEE. : 


1 H Oy prudence may preſs: me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, | 


No longer a rover, we CF 
His jolkes are over, . 4 
My heart, my fond heart, ſays, my Henry is true. 


The bee thus at changing, oo . 
From ſweet to ſweet ranging, BTR 
A roſe ſhould he light on ne'er 'wilhes to firay 3. 
With raptures poſſeſſing 
In one ev'ry bleſſing, 
. Till torn from her boſom ſhe flies far away 


34 ee 


3 Sung in Cymon. 


x 0 Why ſhould we forrom; ot 255 never eh ſin! b 
Let fmiles of content ſhew our rapture within: 
This love has ſo rais'd me, I no tread in air! 

; He s ſure ſear from Heav'n to n my care! 


Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdain! 


i Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain: 1 
= No more will I forrow, no longer deſpair, 
4% He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my care! 7 
114 | | 
1 it " 77 CT ET ao Tata 
_ THE HAPPY MEETING. 
144 . | " G | 
£ ul Sung at „. . 1 
| . : | 
. | 
44 A; 8 Jamie gay, gang'd blithe his way, | 1 


Along the banks of Tweed; 
A bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead : | 
The hearty ſwain untaught to feign, = þ 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd » | | 
And full of glee, as lad could be, 
| Beſpake the pretty maid. 


PA 


w/ Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 

wi Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here? 

My ewes, the cry'd, are ſtraying wide ;: 5 
Canſt tell me, laddy, where 2. | 


R 


r 


The birds ſang ſweet the - to greets, -' Gd 


| She ſoon forgot the ewes the ſaught, 


| SONGSTER. 5 35 
Te town #7 hie, he made reply, N 
Some muckle ſport to ſee; „„ „ 


But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, #8; 
Ute ſeek the ewes with thee. 8 n 


She gin der hand, nor 3 a ſtand, e 
But lik'd the youth's intent; | EF 
O'er hill and dale, o'er gow aud vale, e 
Right merrily they went: . 


Aa. as _— 


And flowers bloom'd around; 1 
And as they walk'd, of love they tal 00 . A 

e which lovers crown'd. „„ 
And now the ſun had * to noon, 

(The zenith of his pow'r) 
When to a ſhade their Reps they made, 4 

To paſs the mid-day hour : = 
The bonny lad row'd in his plaid 

The laſs who ſcorn'd to frown 


And 2 to gang to town. 


F CCC 17 


I F *tis j joy to 8 A lover; 

How much more to give him eaſe; 
When his paſſion we diſcover, 

Oh, how pleaſing tis to pleaſe ! 


36 SONGSTER. 
"This is doubly to encharm him; 
Makes him proud to be a flave; 


What can more our worth inform him, 
Than to heal the wounds we gave? 


Thus the warrior fam'd in ſtory, 
Leading captive through the field, 
Juſtly merits double glory, 
Gently treating thoſe that yield. 


A ALI tg IE Et IPG IG IDE a, D 


Sung in the Main or THE ms 


V \ I T H the man that I 52 was 'F deſtin'd 
to dwell, 
On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, 1 in a cell ; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 
Let. the vain and the venal in wedlock aſpire, 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 


I yield them the bliſs where their wiſhes are plac'd 


Inſenſible creatures l *tis all they can taſte. 


\ 


MA ej A, PA © "Td tha Wo 


„ kd by 4g 


SONGSTER. +..." 


Sung e HALL. 


By the fide of a fiream, at the foot of a kill, 

I met with young Phebe who lives at the mill, 
My heart leapt with joy at ſo pleaſing a ſight, 
For Phebe, I vow, is my only delight. 


I told her my love, and ſat down by her ſide, 8 I 
And ſwore the next morning I'd make her m 
bride, 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Get you out of my ſight, 
And go to 888 Phillis ; you met her laſt 2h af 


neee d 1 1 4 Pray, explain what you mean, 

1 never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen, "9 
Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at, | 

Oh! can't you, ſhe ery'd, well J love you for that. 


Say, did you not meet her laſt night on this ſpot : "0 
O Colin, O Colin, you can't have forgot ; 3 

I heard the whole Rory this morning from Mat, 
You ſtill may deny it, I love you for that. 


Tis falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phebe believe, 

For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive; _ 
You very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, 85 
And ſurely my charmer muſt hate him for that. , 


Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be 

| kind, 
I'll own *twas to know the true ſtate of your mind 
Tranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat, ; 
I made her my.wife, and ſhe loves me for that. 


EP ANI eee ea 


THE CHARMS OF THE BOTTLE, 


V.. mortals whom trouble and e attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end, 

For ever depriv'd of hope's all-chearing rays 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day. 

Obey the glad ſummons, the bell-bar invites, 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights. 


_ 


When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueſt, 
= By hard-hearted duns too continually preſt, 
f When brats begin crying and ſqualling for bread, 
[ And wife's never ſilent till faſt in her begs 
| 9 tte glad ſummons, &c, 


Did Nevins s ſalt element run with freſh wine, 
Tho' all Europe's powers together combine, 
Our brave Britiſh ſailors need ne'er care a jot, 
Surrounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape ſhot, 
Obey the glad ſummons, KC, 


Tf 
” a5 
mn 
* 
. * 
| 
2 


SONGSTER 39 
Was each dull, pedantical, text-ſpinning vicar a: 
To leave off dry preaching, and ſtick to is liquor, 
O how would he wiſh for that power divine, 


To change, when he would, ſimple water to wine! 
Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


If wine, then, can miracles work, ſuch as theſe, 
And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe, 
Deſpair not that bleſſing in Bacchus you'll find, 
Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind. 
Obey the glad fummons, tbe bar-bell invites; 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights. 


ACHILLES AND PATROCLU Sc 
A CAN TATA. 


Kxcirarivz. 


5 7 HEN fern Achilles left the Greelia band; 
And orders gave to ſeek his native land ; 

Juſt as the naval fleet prepar'd to go, 
Patroclus ſtrove Achilles's grief to know. 
Whence comes that figh—— why heaves thy manly. 

breaſt, 
What fiend invidious robs my friend of reſt? 
„ 


40 SONGSTER. 


Divine Achilles, let Patroclus know, i 
For friends ſhould always ſhare in private woe ? 
Enough, Achilles faid—moſt noble youth, 

From thee, alas ! who can conceal the truth? 


Ati. 4 
. Know then, my friend, ungrateful Greece 
This day demands my Briſeis fair; 
And I, alas! no more ſhall ceaſe. , 
To be immers'd in endleſs care. 
But mark, ye gods, ſhould Hector carnage ſpread, 
Unmov'd Achilles will ſmile o'er the dead. 


RECIT4TIYE 


Patroclus heard, while tears half drown'd his eyes; 
And could you fee your country bleed? he cries ;. 
Could you, relentleſs to the prayers of all, 
See Hector triumph in the Grecian's fall! 
Behold! they fly—to parly is diſgrace; 
Lend me your armour, Pil the danger face: 
Hector himſelf will be alarm'd with fears, | 
When in the front thy blazing creſt appears, 
Achilles like, I'll ſee my country freed, - 

Or bravely in the glorious combat bleed, 


7 7 


A I Re 
Omnipotent Jove, 
And ye pow'rs above, 1 


SONGS TER. 41 
From dangers great Achilles ſhield,. 
While I undiſmay'd, 
In his armour array'd, | 
Seek peril and death in the field. 
Adieu then, my friend, 
I'll ſtrive to defend 
Thoſe princes Achilles did ſhield: 
Oh! may I, like you, 
Great Hector ſubdue, 
Or breathleſs. be ſtretch'd on the field. 


| 4 RECITATIYE. | 
Alternate griefs- Achilles' boſom rend, 
He ſcarce can ſay, Farewell, adieu, my ſriend. 
Patroclus clad in godlike armour bright, 
Each Trojan trembles at the boding fight, _ 
The fight began but oh! the fates decreed 
Patroclus for ungrateful Greece ſhould bleed; 
He fell yet ere an herald could difcloſe 
What cauſe Achilles had for inward. woes, 
The godlike warrior the ſad tidings gueſs d, 
And thus the anguiſh of his foul expreſs'd.. 


A. I Re 
My friend, I conceive by the abelian weary 1 
Your meſſage my peace may deſtroy⸗ - 
But Achilles is proof againſt ſorrow ind care, 
And never again will know joy. 
D N 


He E A R me, ye nymphs and ev'ry beau, 


42 SONGSTER. 
If Patroclus is dead, oh! ye powers divine, 
The hand that depriv'd him of breath, 


Let it feel, in return, the Vengeance of mine, 
And death be aton' a EN in death. 


Once more in the field, 880 Hedor ſhall find: 
Achilles his valour will try; _ 

Achilles will prove him, no ſkulking behind 
Shall enable the traitor to fly. 

Then grant, potent Jove, ſince Patroclus is ſlain, 
This arm may the wretch's blood ſpill; 

When revenge is compleat, on yon hoſtile plain, 


Do with me, great —_ what you will. 
8 . ICI INI PC ICICI 


N 2 


THE BUSH A BOON TR AQUAIR, 


I'll tell how Peggy grieves me, 


Tho? thus T mn thus complains. 


Alas! ſhe ne'er believes me. 1 1 EA 
My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
_ Unheeded, never move her; 


At the bonny buſh: aboon Traquair, * ger; 7 ; 


Twas chere J firſt. did love. her. Ren wo ay - 
That "Ml ſhe frail's, and a me glad, od he 
No maid ſeem'd ever Finger ; | 7 


oh 4 


s STE R. 


{ thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 

I try*d-to ſooth my am'rous flame, . 
In words that I thought tender; 

If more there paſs'd, Pm not to blame, 

I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 

If e'er we meet ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne*er acquainted, 

The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in Mr. 
It's ſweets Ill ay remember 

But now her frowns make it . 
It fades as. in December. 


Ye rural powers, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould. Peggy grieve me? 

Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will turn deſpair, Po. th 
My paſſion no more tender, V 

PIl leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 


To lonely un II wander. 


— 


SONGSTER. 
BON N Y CHRISTY. 


H OW ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green!“ 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 

Painting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry: 

But fineſt colours, fruits and flowers, 

And wine, tho? I be thirſty, | 

Loſs a' their charms and weaker powers, 
Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty. 


When wand'riug o'er the flow'ry park, 

No nat'ral beauty wanting, 

How lightſome is't to hear the lark 
And birds in concert chanting; *. 

But if my Chriſiy tunes her voice, 
I'm rapt in admiration: 

M thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
L. take the happy omen, 

And aften miut to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman; 

But dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother ; _ 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 

For fear ſhe love another. 


s oN ER. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o'er-hear him; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e'er he wilt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look 
Which left nae room to doubt her; 3 
He wiſely this white minute took, | 
And flang his arms about her. | 2 


My Chriſty !--witneſs, bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing, „ 
Jwiſh this may na be a dream; + 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 5 
Time was too precious now for tauk; 4 9 
This point of a' his wiſhes 
He wadna with fer ſpeeches bauk, 
But war'd it a' on kiſſes. 


— 


 FHE MAN To HER MIND. 


Ls AVE party diſputes, your attention I pray 8 

All you who to mirth are inclin'd, 

And of thoſe I diſlike when you hear what I ſays. 
Yow may gueſs at the man to my mind. 


Ve ſelf-loving coxcombs, what fondneſs is ſeen; 
From the form your falſe mirrors dif play, 


— = 


r . A A LOS 
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"= so NS, ER. 


When you talk of a paſſion, as nothing you mean, [ 
So all goes for pm you ſay. 


No pretenſion I boaſt to the aukward young heir, 
Tho' born to a wealthy eſtate, 

Who paying no court to the charms of the "wh 
Buys a wife, like a calf, by her weight. 


The old batter'd rake ſure no woman can love, 
Who has long reckon'd marriage a curſe; 
Tho? his great condeſcenſion he's ready to prove, 
By taking his wife for a nurſe. 


A fool for a huſband ſome females have choſe, 


And repentance oft rues what is paſt, 
Tho? he turns for a ſeaſon which way the wind 
blows, 
The weathercock's ruſty at laſts 


But the man that has ſenſe, with a heart that's. 


fincere, | 
Where paſſion and reaſon agree, 
Whoſe fortunes ſufficient to combat with are, 
— Can't you gueſs at the lover for me? 


v 
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SONGSTER. 47 
A DRINKING s o S. 


( OME, my never-frowning glaſs, 
Always welcome to my. i 
Here's to Delia, lovely laſs, 
Oh, how grateful is the ſip. 
This is pleaſure to the ſoul, 
This will baniſh care away; 
He who hates the ſmiling bowl, 
What's he fit for, topers ſay? 


* COSPOEIone nab oroor eo 
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r 1 5 
d T E trav'llers, that through gelurts ride 
By conduct of ſome friendly ſtar; 8 
When clouds obſcure their truſty g 
Out of their courſe muſt wander tar : t 


. 


So I with penſive care and pain, 
In abſence Rill muſt tray 3 

Till you, my ſtar, thine out again, 
And light me on my way. 
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43 SONG ST E R. 
Sang in the Qv 4x2 =. 


y y HILE the lads of the village ſhall merri- 
rily, ah! | 
Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along; ; 
And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah ! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, &c. 


Juſt > "ih when the ſwain who laſt year won the 


er, 
With his mates ſhall the fports have begun, 


When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from each 


bow'r, 
And thou long' ſt in thy heart to make one. 
While the lads, &c. 7 


Theſe j Joys witlch a are harmleſs, what mortal can 
blame? 
"Tis a maxim, that youth ſhould by 8 3 


And to prove that my words and * deeds are the 


ſame, 
Believe me, thow'lt preſently ſee. 
While the lads, &c, 


EF 


SONGSTER: 


1 FAVOURITE s 0 M G. 


TI HE bird that hears her nellling cry, 


And flies abroad for food, | 
Returns impatient through the ſky 
To nurſe her callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms, _ 


And ſickens for her darling boy, 


When abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd. 
My faithful boſom fires, 

Now forc'd to leave the fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires : 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimilies are vain 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heaven and joy divine ; 
The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine: 
I take what liberty I dare, 
*Twere impious to ſay more; 
onvey my longings to the fair, 


SH The goddeſs I adore. 
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A NAVAL Ss Om. 


H OW little do the landimen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount and winds do blow! : 
But we have hearts of ſteel ; ; 
No danger can affright us, 
No enemy ſhall flout ; | | 
We'll make the monſieurs right us, 
950 toſs the cann about, 


Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink ; 
Then France have at your firſt-rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink ; 
We'll rummage all we fancy, 
We'll bring them in by ſcores; 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea for more: 
In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly; 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 


8 0 * E TE R. 
THE LINNETS. 


As bringing bon the other day 
To linnets I had ta'en, 

The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again: 

Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 
I ſung acroſs the mead ; 

In vain they tun'd their 1 2 chroats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


As paſſing thro? the tufted grove, 
Near which my cottage ftood, 
I thought I ſaw the queen of love, | 
When Clora's charms I view'd : 
I look'd, I gaz?d, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
To hear my tender tale; 
But all in vain—ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail. 


Soon, thro? the wound which love had made; 
Came pity to my breaſt; 5 
And thus I (as compaſſion bade) 

The feather'd pair addreſs'd: 
Ye little warblers chearful be, 

Remember not ye flew ; 
For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, | 
Am far more caught than you. 


OE 


So NS RER. 
Sung in AA TAX IAX EL 


_ 
T's E ſoldier tir'd of war's alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 


And ſcorns the ſpear and thield ; 

But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 

He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. | 


AY AY AY AY ALAN AS AY AY AS 


Written by Mr. Co NGCGRERE 11. 


Sung at VAUXHALL, 


() What joy does conqueſt yield, 
When returning from the field?“ 
Shining i in his glitt'ring arme! 
How the godlike warrior charms ! 
Laurel- wreaths his head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving in the wind ; 
Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 
Ev'ry voice in concert join'd. 
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Sung in the Oratorio of 8 Us ANNA. 


80 A S K if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet; 
That cents the ambient air; 


SONGSTER, 40 


Then alk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


'# 


Say, will. the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro” the grove? 


Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


Y The boil of war — 13 ſhare, | 

| Let pride in ſplendour ſhine; _ e 
& Ye bards, unenvy'd, laurels wear, =_ 
Be fair Suſanna mine. „ 


* at n 


1 Do as I will with my ſwain, 
He never once thinks I am wrong; 
He likes none ſo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him ſo well with my ſong. 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight; 
He hears me with joy all the day ; 
He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 
That haſtens the end of my lay. i 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſs'd, 
He aſk'd me to ſoothe him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, Ms 5 
And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile. | 
E 3 = "- 
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54 S0 N GS TER. 
Since when, or in mead or in grove, 

By his flocks or the clear river- ſide, 
I ſing my beſt ſongs to my love, 

And to charm him is grown all my pride. 
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No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſure of nature, or art; 

But my voice, which had gain'd on his ear, 
Soon found out the way to his heart: 

To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 

He took me to join the gay throng ; 

T won the rich prize with much eaſe, 
And my ſame's gone abroad with my ſongs. 


, 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 
I with to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 
I ſing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth and beauty may fail,. 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 
Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will. 
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THE SONS OF NEPTUNE. 
V H A T chear, brother tars our toils are all 
o'er, | | 
The high tcaming bitlows diſturb us no more; 
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| Rude Boreas now raffles the. ocean in vain, 

We are clear of the dangers attending the main. 

Now each honeſt heart take his bottle and laſs, 

For life is a moment that quickly a 

Since life's but a moment, how ſenſeleſs are they 

Who loiter and trifle that ſhort ſpace away } 

We will, my brave boys, our time nobly employ, - 

For in women and wine are the charms that ne'er 
cloy ; „ 

Our hours, then, in freedom and pleaſure we'll 

/ pals, 


And our care will be loſt betwizt love and our 


glaſs. 


Can the politic ſtateſmen, tho? ever ſo great, 

Be free from the cares and the turmoils of ftate ? 
Or can they, like feamen, enjoy while they live, 
The pleaſures that honour and honeſty give! 

Tis out of their ſphere, conſcience will interlope, 
But liquor and love are our anchor of * 7 


— 


s ER EN ADE. 
C E. 


A: WAKE my charmer, my Roſalind adds 
Thy ſhepherd, thy Paradel's W ; 


SONGSTER. 
Come ſhoke off my ſlumber, thou queen of my heart, 
And let me thy beauties revere: 
Thy deareſt companions of mirth are all up. 
Lo! yonder they trip o'er the plain; 
Oh! come, or they'll chide the neglect of thy vow, 
nd never e thee again. 


Oh! come white the birds are all whiſtling around, 
And teaching ſoft echo to ſing : | 

While morning profuſe of unparallel'd ſweets, 
Drops ſpice on the zephyr's cool wing: 

_ Oh! now, while the ſun at thy window peeps in, 

| . ' And ſhoots his bold rays at thine eyes; 

13 4 8 Oh! now, while thy ſhepherd, thy Paradel's here,, 

mw Ariſe, my dear Roſalind, riſe, | 


ae * c hebe oc ee ke het | 


GN HUNTING, SONG. 


5 Io O M E, rouze, brother ſaortſmen, the hunters 
| all cry; | 
We've got a good TY and a fav ring ky ;- 
The horn's ſprightly notes, and the 12 1 2 early 
. ſong. 
Will chide the dull ſportſmen for Deeping ſo long.. 


Bright Phcbus "ON ſhewn 1 usthe glimpſe of his faces. 
Peep'd.in at our windows, and call'd to the chace z; 


SONGSTER. 57 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, _ 
And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his 4 

rays 4 


t. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps, to lie downz _ ⁵¹ 

And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown : - A 

; But tell her that love muſt to hunting give place; 

For as well as her charms, 28 are charms i in the 
chace. . GER CG 
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Look yonder, look yonder, old reynard I ſpy; - +. ? F 
At his bruſh nimbly follow briſk Chanter and Fly 


W |! bey ſeize on their prey, fee his eye balls they roll; FE - : 
| We're in at the death—now let's home to the bowl. | 


There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the king, 
From a bumper freſh loyaity ever will fpring z 
To George, peace and plenty may ever diſpenſe, 
And fox-hunters flourith a thouſand years hence. 


DDD IC III — Ie EEC IEICE PLICICIGIC 
. in the CnArLIr. | 


Po: US H about the briſk bowl, "twill enliven the | 


heart, 
| While thus we fit round on + the mey 5 
The lover who talks of his ſuff'rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, an Lab * | 


| Delerves to, &c. 


1 SONGS TER. 


The wretch who fits ant his al gotten 
pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 
Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of bimſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs; 
Deſerves to, &c. Ke 


* 


The beau, who ſo ſmart, with his well- powder d 
hair, 
An angel beholds in his BY YL | | 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, n 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs; 
Deſerves to, &c. 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; _ 

And oft while he's wandring, my lady at home 
Claps the borns of an ox on the als 3 

_ Claps the, &c. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With Fong well cover'd with braſs, 
\ Tho! he talks to no purpoſe he pockets your fee ; 
There you, my good friend, are the aſs ; 
There you, &c. 


The formal phyſician who knows every ill, 
Shall be laſt produc'd in this claſs; 


SONGSTER. "2 
The ſick man awhile may confide in his ill, | 
But death proves the * an aſs; 
But death, &c. 
Then let us, , companions, be jovial and gays 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; . © 
For he who his pleaſure puts off fer a day, 


Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves to, &c. 
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CONTENT; A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


Written by Mr. Cunninonant, 


OR moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
and bare, 6 
As wilder'd and weary'd I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home; | 
Yellow leaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 
crown'd, | | 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; w 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly. 
| roand; 
And deck'd the {od ſeats at her door. 


We ſat „ * to a contin repaſt, 


Freſh len and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 


8 0 N G 8 T E R. 
5 While thrown from my guard, by ſome fines ſhe 


caſt, 
Love ſlily ſtole into my breaſt. 
No told my ſoft wilhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ve virgins her voice was divine) 
I've rich cnes rejected, and great ones deny d, 
Vet take me, fand ſhepherd, I'm thine, 


Her air was Gimaded, her aſpect ſo 1 | 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
| 1 kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'don her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep; | 
And if, on the banks by the ſtream, | 
Reclin'd on her boſom I ſink into ſleep, © : 
Her i image Rill ſoftens oy dream. 


3 =_ 
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| 1 Together. we range o'er the flow-rifing hills, 
4 Delighted with paſtoral views, 
Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreaalet diltits, £ 
ol | And mark out new themes for my muſe. | 
Io pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
1 The damſel's of humble deſcent ; f 
The cottager Peace is well known for her lire, 
And TIONS: have nam'd her Content. 
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42 


3OMBTHING NEW, 


Sung at VavxraL, 


aa all mankind's promiſcuous race, 

The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wondrous to purſue ; 

And, both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, cit and clown, 

Solicit ſomething new. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 


And what is ready made they make; 12 


Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
Thro' diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 

To give you ſomething new? 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce 5 


As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour too; 

The papers of the day imply: 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for ſomething new. 


We ſee alike the woeful dearth + 
In melancholy, or in-mirth ; 2 
15 What, then, ſhall ladies do? | 

| WW: 
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Seek virtue as the immortal prize; 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wile, - 
For that 1s hag Fg new. 


e 
THE LADY'S CHOICE OF A HUSBAND. 


Written by Mr. Lo Apxey. 


o have a man 3 fonfe and air, 
The pride of ev'ry witty fair; 
Genteel in make, in ſtature tall, 
Polite to me, and good to all. 


No powder'd, ſilly, flatt'ring beau, | 
Who of good ſenſe doth nothing know : 
A man of ſcience, fond of books, | 

| Whoſe temper's equal to his looks. 


No jealous fears I'd have annoy _ 

The plealing proſpect of our joy; 
That life a ſcene of love may be | 
To the dear youth, the world and me. 


I'd have this mild and gentle youth 
Inſpir'd with wiſdom, grace, and truth; 
And as for wealth, I'll not repfine | f 
If he has none, Pll give him mine. 


U 
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Ye gen'rous you? I aſk no more; 
If ſuch a man you've got in ſtore, 
And I'm deſerving, ſpeak your mind, 
I'll be to =—_ for ever join'd. 


Fg , 


A MAN TO MY MIND. h 
Written by Mr. co ,,. 55 


8 wedlock's in vogue, and * virgins 
deſpis'd, | 

To all batchelors greeting, theſe lines are 8 : 

I'm a maid that would marry—ah! could I but 
find 3 ä | 

(I care not for fortune) a man to my wind! — 


Not the fair weather fop, fond of faſhion and drefs 
Not the *ſquire, who can reliſh no Joys but the 
chace; | 
Nor the free - thinking rake, . no morals can 
bind: | 
| Neither this—that—nor tother's the man to. my 
mind, 


Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who e world withoat | 
| end ; , 
Nor the drone, who can't reliſh his bottle and Z 


friend ; 
K 2 


64  SONGSTER. 
Nor the fool, that's too fond; nor the churl that's 
unkind: 


Neither this that — nor Yother's che man to my 


mind. 


i Nor the wretch with full bags, without eaten or 


merit; n 


Nor the flaſn, that's all 15 lchout any ſpirit; 
Nor the fine maſter fribble, the ſeorn of mankind; 


Neither this—that—nor t'other's the man to my 
mind. | 


But the youth whom good- ſenſe and yur nature 


inſpire; 
Whom the brave muſt 1 and the fair ſhould 


admire; - 


In whoſe heart love and truth are = os honour con- 


join'd ; 
This, this, and no other's the man to my mind. 


N 55 FEICLEIECICLICICICIRAGICICALIEGIE 


| Sung i in the Wrnmme Ro. | 


Oe. F woman to tell you my mind, 
And I ſpeak from th' experience I've had, 
Not two out of fifty you'll find, | 
Be they daughters or wives, 
But are plagues of their lives, 
And enough to make any man mad. 


- 


S. 0 NOGFS TER. 
The wrong and the right | 
Being ſet in their ſight, - EE 
They're ſure to take hold of the wrong gc 
They'll cajole and they'll whimper, 


They'll whine and they'll ſnivel, 
They'll coax, and they'll ſimper— 


In ſhort they're the devil; 


And ſo there's an end to my ſong. 


8 
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Sung i in the Gorpan N 


L ET 1 delgbr i in os toils of the war, 


In maims, blood, and bruiſes and blows ; 
Not a ſword, but a ſword-knot rejoices the tal 15 
And what are rough ſoldiers to beaux? 
Away then with laurels! come beauty and love, 
And ſilence the trumper and drum; | 


Let me with ſoft myrtle my brows bear inwove, 


And tenderly combat at home. | 


F 3 
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XITTY; OR, THE FEMALE HAD TOM. 


Written by Mr. Prion, . 
Sung at Vaior EAT. 


| 

! | 

| Far Kitty, beautiful and young, 
1 And wild as celt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung,. 
With little rage inflam'd ; 

Inflam'd with rage at ſad reſtraint, 

Which wiſe mamma ordain'd, 

And ſorely vex'd to play the ſatnt,. 

While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Ma Lady 1 friſe 3 

And viſit with her couſins ? 
At balls muſt the make all the rout; 

And bring home hearts by dozens ; 

What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 
What hidden charms to boaſt ; _. 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 
I'll have my earl as well as ſhe, - 
Or know the reaſon why! 


Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way; 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 

Obtain'd the chariot for a days. 
And ſet the world on fire, 


PFF BEE 


Written by Ann Purlirs, Eſq. 


FE as the mortal gods is he, 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 

And hears and ſees thee, all the while, 
Softy ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile. 


Twas this: bereav'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranſport toſt, 


My breath was gone, my voice was lo !: 


My boſom glow'd; the ſubtle flame 
Ran quick thro' all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, | 
I fainted, ſunk, and dy%d away! 


SONG:STER. 


A_CANTAT As 
Sung at RANELAGH» 
RECITATIVE. 


As Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
Invok'd ſoft muſic's needleſs aid; 
Compleatly conquer'd by her face, 
Thus gentle Strephon ſmiling ſaid. 


A TR. 
Where n nature may deny 2 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, ; 
| Let tedious labour toil and try . | 
i To ſwell the ſong, or form the dance : - 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the muſic of your eyes. 


RecirarTive. 
Damon, who chanc'd to overhear, 
Thus ſpoke, as he approach'd more near: 
He flatters, do not truſt the ſwain, 
But liſten to my, honeſt ſtrain, 
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Wonders are told of beauty's pow'r, 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay; 
Your voice and perſon ev'ry hour 
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By dozens ſteal our hearts away : 


Then how trifling is the prize, 5 
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes 


Ah! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs, 
Select the worthielt ſwain you won; 
Who, prizing ſound and colour leſs, 

Admires you for your ſenſe alone ;, 
Then leave all little arts behind, 
And ſtudy to W the mind. 
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Sung in Boron Joan. 


Fur See drums did beat to battle, bet 


And murm'ring cannons, too, did rattle ; _ 
The enemy fiercely aſſail'd, 
And death with its horrors prevail'd. 
Heavy moans, 
Dying groans, 
Cou'd be heard *mid(t th2 loudeſt eee 1 
5 I fought for your ſake, 
Made the enemy quake, 
| And with conqueſt return to your arms. | 


__ 
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written by Mr. LEMOINE. 


1 ; OW fair is my love, 


As kind as the dove ; 

Her temper both lively and gay + : 
The lily, and roſe, 
Upon her cheeks blows, 


To give her the ſplendour of May. 


Her ſhape, and her mien, 
Proclaim her the queen 
Of beauty, of virtue, and truth; 
Fler eyes are like jet, 
Her teeth neatly ſet ;. 


Ye gods! in the prime of her youth. 


Her voice, like the thruſh, 
That ſings on the buſh, 
When meadows look blooming and gay :. 
Each nymph and each ſwain, 
That dance on the plain, 
| ov charm'd with my Phyllis“ s lay. 


She c cries, don't repine, 
I foon thall be thine, 
And eaſe thy fond boſom of ſtrife; 
In pleaſure's ſweet bow'r 
We'll paſs ev'ry hour, 
While nature ſupplies us with life. 


Written by Mr. W—LL—s. 4 | 


Ho happy was I, 
When Delia was by; 4 

Her preſence rejoiced my heart; 
No troubles I knew, 
My cares were but few, 

by the time I from Delia did part. 


Then how ſad the reverſe! 

With pain I rehearſe 

The diſquiets my mind undergoes ; 
Time moves ſlowly on, 
Content I have none; 

Oh! feel for, and pity my woes. 


MV fair will be junk, 


I can't her miſtruſt, 

Her promiſe is binding Pm ſure ; ; 
Then why ſo lament? 

For ſhame, be content 


For the preſent, her abſence endure. 


The time bortly will be, 
When I Delia thall fee, 


And with her in wedlock be join'd ; 


Then how happy my ſtate, 
I'll not envy the great, 


SONGS T E R. 


But enjoy, with my fair, peace of mind. 
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72 8 ONGS T E R. 
I covet not wealth, 
But a good ſhare of health, 
For myſelf and the girl I adore: 
We'll live at our eaſe, 
And do as we pleaſe ; 
Ye gods ! what can mortals wiſh more. 


2 — — DSS 1528 


Sung at Vail 


| R OUSE Britain's warlike throng, 


Sound the trumpet, ſtrike the lyre, 
Let martial note and ſong £ ESL 
Martial order re · inſpire. 


Peace, to Britain ever dear, 
All her charms a while foregoes; 


Britons will no longer bear 
Inſults from diſdainful foes, 


Sound the trumpets ! ſound again! 
Britain claims the n _ 8 


See bright honour rear its head, 
And, while glory leads the band, 
Awful war, with ſolemn tread, . 


Stalks majeſtic thro* the land. 


8 SONGSTER. 
Sung i in the Papuoet. 


0 V. A8 Ia hepherd's maid, to keep 
On yonder plains a flock of ſheep; 
Well pleas'd I'd watch, the live- long _ ; 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play : 
Or, would ſome bird that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings; 
My parents they might rave and ſcold; 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold; 
Their words are harfh, his walls are high, 
But, ſpite of all, away I'd fly. 


; WEE EI g ii rs 20 
wrirten by Mr. Gar. 


RECITATIVE. 


Toa: AS when the ſeas were roaring, i 
With hollow blaſts of wind, | 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd! 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er = brook. 


ES. SONGSTER. 
Ain. 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
hy didſt thou truſt the ſeas? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubl'd ocean, | 
And let my lover reſt ; 5 


Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my break ? 


The merchant, robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts wich deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſvre 
To loſing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ; _ 
Why, then, beneath the water, | 
Do hideous rocks remain? 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
Thar lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


Thus melancholy lying, 8 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 


Repaid each blaſt with agbings 
Each billow with'a tear: 
When o'er the white wave ſtooping, 
His floating corſe ſhe *ſpy'd ; 
Then like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head—and yd. 


R — h 24 I 


Sung i in the inna 


A N D did you not hear of a Jolly young water- 
man, 5 
Who at Black-Friars Bridge e's for to ply? 
He feather'd his oars with ſuch ſkill and dexterity, 
Winning each heart, and delighting each eye: 
He look'd ſo neat and row'd fo ſteadily, 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat fo readily ; 
And he ey'd the young rogues with ſo GY | 
an air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of A fare. 


What ſights of fine folks he oft row'd in his Sy, 
*T'was clean'd out ſo nice, and fo painted withal ! 

He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladies, 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall. 

And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering, 

| But *twas all one to Tom their gibing and j jeering; ; 

For loving, or liking, he little did care, 

For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare. 


8 2 
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i And yet but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen; 
As he row'd along thinking nething at all, 

He was ply'd by a damſel fo lovely and charming, 
That ſhe ſmil'd, and fo ſtraight way in love he 

did fall. 

| And would this young damſel but banith ſorrow, 

+ _ He'd wed her to night before it was morrow : 

And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 

When he's marry'd, and never in want of a fare? 
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Sung in che DuEnNA. 


| H AD I a heart for fallhood fram' d, 
I ne'er cou'd injure you 
For tho? your tongue no promiſe. ian d, . 
Your charms would make me true. 


3 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong: 

But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the young. 
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But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's part. | 
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Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong; 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young, 


War Wan anew ra Wa rr 


THE FARMER'S s ORG. 
Sung at SADLER? s WELLS 


I: ſweet healthy air, on a farm of my OWN, 
Half a mile from the church, and juſt two from 
a town, | 
Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for eaſe, 
But your fine tolks at London may do asthey N 


By my freehold, tis true, I'm entitled to vote: 
But, becauſe I will never be wrong, if I know't, 
PlI adhere to no-one, till each party agrees: 

But your fine folks at London, &c. 


Tho? ſixty, and upwards, I never knew pain, 

My Goody's as ancient, yet does not complain; 

From the flocks of my own I wear coats of warm 
frize; 

But your fine folks at TE &c. 


I ne'er was at law in the courſe of my life, 
Nor inſur'd a neighbour in daughter or wife; 
To the poor have lent money, but never took fees; 


But _ fine folks at T2 Mx &c. 
* 


78 8 

I ne'er had ambition to viſit the great, 

Vet honour my king, and will ſtand by the ſtate, 

By the church, and dear freedow, in all it's de» 
grees; 

But your fine folks at London may is as they 
Pleaſe. 
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PATTY OF THE MILL. 


Sung at RANELAGH-. 


; | F. R ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 
Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fill ; 
Much fairer than the lily blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 
Is Patty of the will, 


The acighltving ſwains her beauty fir'd,. 
With wonder firuck, they, all admir'd, ' 
And prais'd her from the hill; 
Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic art, 
To foothe and charm the honeſt heart * | 
Of Patty of the mill. | 
But vain were all attempts to move 
A. fixed heart, more true to love 
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Than turtles. when they bill ;- | 
A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, 


And ſweet content, ſmiles. in the face- 
Of Patty of the mill. pp 


T The good a friend in fortune find, 
Exalts the honeſt, virtuous mind, 
And guards it from all ill: 
Ye fair for ever conſtant prove; 
Be ever kind, be true to love, 
Like Patty of the mill. 


* ο— ES SECS EE SIS 


Sung in Thomas AND SALLY. 


}, y HE N late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph, I ftrove in vain 
My wild defires to rally : 1 
But now they're cf themſelves come home,; 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They center all in Sally. 
Yet ſhe, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries 1 court but to deftroy 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear,, | 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, Pr „ 
Rather than injure Sally. 


8 
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O NOS FEN. 
Come then, oh ! come, thou ſweeter far 


Then jeſſamine or roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley ; 


- O! follow love, and quit your fear; 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 


And make me bleſt in Sally. 


— et re nt et ttt tot ta Bfottonage? FFF 
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Sung at VauxnALI. 


. HE morning young Jockey wou' d make me 
his bride, 


' He ſtole to my chamber, and ſat by my Gde; J 
When he open'd the curtains, ſuch joy *twas to me, 


That my heart play'd a tune, that went pitty patty. 


\ 


But feigning to ſleep (Oh, hew great was my bliſs!) 


So gently, ſo kindly, he gave me a kiſs! 


Then my head to bis boſom he preſs'd with ſuch glee, 
That my heart play'd a tune that went 218 patty. 


Grown bold with facceſs, he Via: to 5 
A ſecond ſalute — Then *twas to awake. 
Ariſe, love, he ſaid, to the kirk let us flee, 
As our hearts Pay a tune that goes pitty pAtty-- 
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THE ENLFE-GRINDER. | 


Written by Mr. Rropes, 
Sung at 8 LEZA'S- WII ILS. 


Tu E R E are N enough; Sirs, of * eviry 
| degree. | 

From jewel-deck*d great to low poverty; 

What ever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 

And the wheel it goes round to wind in the penee. 
Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may find: 
Tho' Pm but a Journeyman "RA to grind. 


Whatever the ſtateſman may think of himſelf, 

He turns fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelf; 

He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to obtain, 

Andhis country may ſtarve, ſo he pocket the gain. 
Maſter-grinders, &c. 


The rich grind. the poor, is a ſaying of old; 

The merchant the tradeſman, we need not be told: 

Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian you be, 

There are grinders of all ſorts, of ev'ry degree. 
Maſter-grinders, &c. 


The patriot, with zeal animated, declares. 
The curtain he'll draw, and diſplay the ſtate play'rs 3 


go” 


22 8 ON G8 T E R. 


He is a ſtaunch grinder, to ſome *tis well known, 


And they're mightily gall'd by the grit of his ſtone, 
r &c. 


I too am a grinder : what, what, Sirs, of that ? 
I am but. in taſte, ſince I copy the great : 

To be, Sir, ingenuous, J'll tell you my mind: 
Tis for what I can get, makes me willing to grind. 
Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may 

dag, | 


ho” Pm but a journeyman. Knives to grind. 
1 — ==> D+& DD D += = 


THE HAPPY BACCHANALIA Ns 


Fu. your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and world cares deſpiſe; ; : 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joy from drinking will ariſe. 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair? 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


Seme purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do aſpire; 

Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire. 


8. 
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What the world can more preſent, 
Will not add to my content; 


Drink, and ſet your minds at reſt, 
Quiet of mind is always beſt. 


Buſy brains, we know, alas! 


With imaginations run _ 
Like ſand within the hour-glaſs ; 
Turn'd and turn'd, and (till runs on, 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 
But uneaſy every way; 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 


Makes the heart alert and free: : 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 

Still the ſame thing 'tis with me. 
There's no fence againſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait ; 

Drink and ſet your havers at reſt, 

Of a bad bargain make the beſt. 


83 
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rann WINK, AND SMILE, 


Sung at VAUIHALL. i 


3 ET falty old crey-beards of apathy boaſt, 

And Venus and Bacchus revile; 

In ſpite of their books, they are "gl to ſome toaſt, 
The dupes of a nod, wink, and ſmile. 


Some ſnug ſober citizens here may repair, 
Without any idea of guile; 

But what with the muſic, and what with the fair, 
They follow the nod, wang 9 ſmile, 


Let men boaſt of Ge of 3 renown; 
The females of this happy iſle 

Can vanquitſh the victors, nay kill with a frown, 
Or ſave, by a nod, A or ſmile. s 


Theſe gardens of pleaſure the beauties approve, 
Who the dulleſt of moments beguile ; 
Here Cupid unfurls the white ſtandard of love, 
And commands with a nod, wink, or ſmile. 


1 
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: TS NMARRLED MAN. 


* 


I AM marry'd, and happy 3 ; with wonder hear 
this, - | 
Ye rovers, and rakes of the age, 


4 7 


Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 


And who only looſe pleaſures engage : Ea 

You may laugh, but believe me your re all i in the 
wrong. 

When you merrily marriage deride ; 


For to marriage the permanent Na 44 


And i in them we can 1 confide. a 
The joys which from lawleſs. connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive, never ſincere ; 
Oft ſtalen with haſte, ar-ſaatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear: 
But thoſe which in legal attachment we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 
Are from ev' ry imbittring reflection refin d, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name, 
True love is with ſentiment join jj; 
But yours is a paſſion, a feveriſ flame, © 
| Rais'd without the conſent of the mind, 
When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 

With this and with that ye are cloy'd 


| Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And ec by that irs deſtroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows; ; 
My anſwer is ſhort—from a wife; | 
Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good · nature 1 
cChoſe, 
Which are beauties that Gm us for life.. 
To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 
2 And we find ourſelves happy from morning to 
| | night, | 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. 


6 2 
Sung in the Ro Su nr. 


0 WS. of love ſhould ever bind 

Men Who are to honour true; 
They muſt have a ſavage mind, 
Who refuſe the fair their due. 


Seorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conſtancy do ſwerve; 
So may ev'ry nymph agree 
All ſuch faithleſs ſwains to ſer ve. 


A 8A1LO xs * N G. 
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Of oi Old England's bleſt ſhore 


We are landed once more, IC Er 
Secure from the ſtorms of the main; 
For great George, and his cauſe, b * 18 


For our country and laws, Toh; 
We have conquer'd, and will do again. * 


Where che ſun's orient ray 13 A 
Firſt opens the day ETSY 
On India's extended domain, . 8 

The ſwarthy fac'd foes + 
Who dar'd to oppoſe, 
We have: conquer'd, and will d again. 


Come, my brave! hearts of oak, 
Let us drink, ſing, and joke, 

While here on the ſhore we remain; 3 
When our country demands, 


With hearts and with hands . 6 
We. are ready W again. get 
« Woe 


$SONGSTER, 
& PASTORAL. 


Sung at VAVT AAT T. 


F AREWELL, ye green fields and weer groves, 


Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And nature is dreſs'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 
Nor muſic can lull me to reſt; 

For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 
And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


Oft: times, by che ſide of a ſpring, 

..- Where roſes and lillies appear, 

WB Gay Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 

For Strephon was all ſhe held dear: 

But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 

She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had laid was a jeſt. 


| Too late, to my fonts I 6nd, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt : 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt. 
. Coquettes, who to love make pretence; 


$ONGSTBR. 


For Phillis to me had been Jun, 5-155 1 »=5th 
It nature had Wa! hee with ſeaſe. „ 11 67 


. - ” 
7 8 7 . ö e Lo 3 — k 5 * * > 1 5 : / F 
4 * 


1 # , "I 
p "4 | K+ ® 


a FREE-MASON'S s %. 


H A. I L, maſonry, thou craft mende 120 7 555 
Glory of earth from heav'n reveabd - — 15 
Which doſt with jewels precious ſhine; 585 4 51 4 
From all but maſons' eyes conceab'd 1 e 
The praiſes due who can rehearſce 
In nervous proſe, or flowing verſ!‘ſe 
As men from brutes diftinguiſh'd ar; 
A maſon other men excels; ; +45 Nan 
For what's in knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his breaſt ſecurely dwells! --» +»! 4 h 
His filent breaſt; and faithful heart, ,d 
Preſerve the ſecrets of the arr. 


From ſcorching heat and piercing cold 
From beaſts whoſe roar the foreſt rendy; 
From the aſſaults of warriors bold; 
The maſon'a art mankind defends : : 
Be to this art due honour paid, 3 
From which mankind receives ſuch aid. 1 4 : 
| 9215 21487 74 L1 
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„  SONGSTER. 
Enfigns of Rate that feed our pride, 
Diſtinctions troubleſome and vain! 
By maſons true are laid aſide 
Arts free · born ſons ſuch toys diſdain... 
Ennobled by the name they bear, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the badge they wear. 


Sweet fellowſhip, from envy fre, 
Friendly converſe of. brotherhood, 

The lodge's laſting cement bel 
Which has for ages firmly ſtood. 

A lodge thus built, for ages paſt. 

Has lakked, and will ever laſt. 


Then in om Gs be juſtice done, 
To thoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
From Adam to great Leven down, 

And let each brother bear a part; 
Let our grand · maſter s health go anch 
His praiſe in ev'ry lodge reſound. _ 


ts 


"THE FRIAR AND NUN; A- 47 | 


* 


a Recrrarivs. 


9 8 


3 Earis city, they . for 5 
There dwelt an adive prieſt in prime of youth; 


. 
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And in the convent, as ſome others ſay, 
There liv'd a nun as blooming as the May :.. 
The rev'rend father figh*d for het in vain, 

He dar'd not. openly his love.explainz 
Her beauty fann'd. the embers of deſire, 
But looks auſtere quite damp*d the riſing fire. 
At length kind fortune did his wiſhes bleſs, 
For the fair: nun came to him to confeſs; 
With great devotion ſhe her forehead. ſign'd;.. 
And thus reveal'd the troubles of her mind: 


* 
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Holy caches, habeye, for my ſorrows I grieve, 
And ſincerely repent each trangreſkon ; 

One fault, above all, my mind. does eathral, 
And torments me ſurpaſſing expreſſion. - .. 

Tho? to Heav'n I'm bound, yet Cupid has _— 
The method to lead me aſtray ;.. 

Alas! Lam frail, for love would prevail, 


Tho? confaience cry'd, Reraly, Stay, ſtay: . 


OO "Rew@nTATIVE. 
The jolly prieſt, as near the fair he ſtood, - 
Feels genial warmth ſtir up his. youthful blood; 
Then ſmiling on the lovely ſuppliant fair, 
He chuck'd her chin, and bade her not deſpair. 
I know no harm there is in love, he ſaid, 
Each ſex, my dear, was for the other made ; 


22. SONGSTER: 


The church ordains it, and you do no fault: 
If to the church you yield up what you. ought-:. 
But *tis a ſin if any one ſhould feaſt 
Upon thoſe charms unleis he. is a prieſt. 


it 


A IR. 


Conſider: how happy will be your · condition, 
If once you will form a reſolution 
To bed with a prelate—You need'no contritions.. | 
For prefates can give abſolution :- 
Then yield to my arms thy raviſhing charms, 
Permit me your beauties to riſſe: 
You know I can bleſs you, as well as Gans: you; 3 
nes," it is ne a trifle. 


3 F > . 


Sung in rue and Saiiy, 


K E RE He bas wretch can be, 


As great as any monarch, he, 


-  Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, . ; 


Fd work ny: e to che bone. 


et me, ye pow rs, (I aſk not wealth,), 
Grant me but innocence and health; 
Ah! what i is grandeur link?d to vice? I 

" 22s only virtue gives it price. 


* 8 4 ; 4 
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Written by Mr. Cu vaen II. 


A Jolly briſk rar, but a Hrtle time finees 

As bold as a beggar, as drunk as a prince, 

Fell foul of an ale- houſe, and thinking it fin- 

To paſs without calling, reehd INI! in. 
Derry down, &c. 


Scarce ſeated was 15 when the landlerd paſ'd | 
 DÞÞ | 
With pudding and beet, which attraQted Jack's.” 
; eye; ©. | 
By the main - maſt, a ſail, boys! then he leapt from 
his place, 
And graſping his . gave. order: for 
chace. | 
"Davy down, &c. 


Now it ha Ss copether Ra Frenchmen were 
met, Wo 
Reſolving ſoup-meagre and frogs to o forget, 
Convinc'd-of their error, commanded this feaſt _. 
To be dreſt and ſerv'd up in the old hal | 
| taſte. | 
Derry down, Ke. 


At che heels of the landlord the ſailor appears, 
And makes the room ring _ three Britifs: 
cheers; 


„„  SONGSTER. 


Then he fits himſelf down. Ps, further de- 


bate, 


And claps an old quid in nie next neighbour's 
| plate. 


Nur down, &c, 


Sure nothing could equal the Frenchmen's ſur- 
| prize, 


When they ſhruggꝰd up their ſhoulders, and turn d 


up their eyes; | 

From one dropt a ha, and the other a og | 
All gap'd at the landlord, the n at them. 
Derry down, &. | 


One, more bold than the reſt, by bis brethren? 52d, 


vice, 
Made a ſneaking attempt to come in \ for a flice ;. 


Jack, cutting his hand, quickly gave him a check, 


Cry'd, Down with your arms, or Vil ſoon ſweep 
the deck. DER 
Derry down, &c. 


+: - | 
ö 


The Jandlord enrag'd, now approach'd from afar, 


And ſneaking behind, ſeiz'd the arms of the tar; 
I have him, ſays he; but he cou'd ſay no more, 


Ere he found his dull pate where his heels ſtood de. 


. 
Derry down, ae. 


© ty 


le. 
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The landlord thus ſprawling, the Frenchmen u- 


„ 
Each takes up his knife and prepares for the fight; 
Of quarters, cries Jack, I would not have you 
think ; 
Strike, ſtrike, you frog · eaters, frike, trite or T vou 
ſink. | 
Derry down, &. 


80 ſaying, he handled his ED = oak Rick, 


And pour'd in his broad-fide fo Rout and fo 
thick; 
So well play'd his part, in a minute, that four 
Were decently laid with their hoſt on _ floor. 
Derry down, KC, 


The reſt all diſmay'd at their-countrymen's fate, 
For fear that Jack's ſtick fhould - alight | on thelc 
pates vs 
Acknowledg*d him vigor, and lord of the main, 
Withal humbly intreating to 75 their ſlain. 
Derry down, &C 


Three cheers then _be gave, but inſiſted that | 
they, | 
For the beef, for the pudding and porter mould | 


85 . 
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6 $ONGSTER. 
They agreed; ſo the Tailor reef d off with 


wench, - 


And ſung as he TeePd, Down, down with the 


French. 
r down, & ct. 


Were rw a are rr oe 


- 


Written by SHaxzSPEAR, 


O RPHEUS, with his Jute, made trees, 
And the mountain tops that freeze, 
Bow themſelves, when he did ſing ;_ 
To his muſic, plants and flowers 
Ever ſprung, as ſun and ſhowers 
There had made boning ſpring. 


Ewry ching that heard him elay, | 
Eben the billows of the ſea, - 
Hung their heads, and then lay by 6 


In ſueet muſie is luch art, 
Killing care, or grief of heart, 


Fall aſleep, or hearing die. 


— 
- 
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BLYTHE JOCKEY; A'SCOTCH BALLAD. 
Sung at VauxHaALL. | men. 415 


Brurraz Jockey, young and gay, 
Is all my heart's delight ; | 

He's all my talk by day, | 
Andall my * by night. | 


If from the lad : * ö 

'Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 

*Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Jockey met 
Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 

Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale. 


You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That Raw my heart frae me; 
O eaſe me of my pain, 

And never ſhew diſdain. 


Im glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away: 

'Tis night when Jockey gloomns, 
But when he ſmiles tis day. 


. SONGSTER. 


Well can my Jockey kyth 
His love and courtiſie; 

He made my heart full blythe, 
When ke firſt ſpake to me. 


His ſuit Till deny'd, 

He kiſs'd and 1 comply'd; 
Sae Jockey promis'd me, 8 
That he would faithſa. be. 


When our eyes meet I pant, 
I colour, figh, and faint ; 
What laſs that would be kind, 
Can better ſpeak her mind. 


— SSD DDD So) 


Sung in Hion LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 
Cour here, fellow ſervants, and lien to me, 
I'll thew you how thoſe of ſuperior degree 
Are only dependants, no better than we, | 
Are only dependants, &c. ' 
Both high and low in this do agree, 
"Tis here, fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant 


and all in livery, 
»Tis here, fellow ſervant, 10 


* 


* 


See yonder fine ſpark in embroidery dreſt, | 

Who bows to the great, and if they ſmile is bleſt: 

What is he i*faith, but a ſervant at beſt : ? 5, 
Both high, &c. 1 


wa made all Alike, no diſtintion ſhe craves ; 
So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its 
knaves ; | 
For we are all ſervants, but they are all flaves. 
Both high, &c. 


The fat mining glutton woke up to his ſhelf, 

The wrinkled lean mifer bows down to his pelf, 

And the curl-pated beau is a ſlave to himſelf. 
Both high, _ 


The gay ſparkling belle, who the whole town a» 
larms, 
And with eyes, lips and neck, ſets this Carts all i in 


3 Arms, 
Is a vaſſal herſelf, a mere drudge to her charms. 


Both high, &c. 


Then we'll drink like our betters, and e das. 


| and love; 
And when ſick of one place, to 3 we'll move, 


For with little and great, the beſt joy is to rove. 
Both high, &c. 


ant 


I 2 
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Sung in Tromas AND SALLY, ; 


Fs OM vlonghing the ocean, and threſhing 
Mlonſieur, 
In old England we're landed once more; 
Your hands, my brave comrades : : n boys, 
what cheer 
8 a failor that's juſt come on ſhore ? of 


_ Thoſe heQoring blades thought t to ſeare us, no 
doubt, 
And to cut us, and ſlaſh us—morbleau ! 


But hold there Za vaſt— they were plaguily out; 


We have ſlic'd them. and pepper d chem too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence 
know, 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you richt; ; 
The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be put in a fright, 


Yow've only to ſhun your nonſenſical __ 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 


And let all your ſtrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who Hall fight for his ny beſt. 


n 


$ONGSTER. e 
A ſea-faring ſpark if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gypſies look to't: 


Sound bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boo. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcotirſe,. 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 


But ware thoſe falſe colours for better for worſe, 


Is the bargain we're willing to 1 


Now long live the king! may he \proſperous reign, 


Of no power, no faction, afraid; 
May Britain's proud flag ſtill ini o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay'd ! 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, Ready, and ſafe may ſhe ſail ; 

No ignorant pilots e'er fit at her helm, 
Or her anchor of liberty fail! 


— . . IC INC MEI ret; 


Sung in the Paprock. 


Dran heart ! what a terrible life am I led! th 


A dog has a better, that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
Night and day tis the ſame, | 
My pain 1s dere game; 
Me wilh to de Lord me 73 dead. 
3 f 


_ SONGSTER- 


Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where. 
Above, or below, 
Sirrah, come, ſirrah, go; 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 
Oh! Oh! | | 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead 
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"(+508 me but a wife, I 3 not to find 
Each virtue and . in one female combin'd. 
No goddeſs for me; *tis a woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Be ſhe young, ſhe's not | Aubborn, but. eaſy to 
mould ; 
Or ſhe claims my reſpe, like A hi, if old: 
Thus either can pleaſe me, ſince woman I prize, 
And he, &c. | 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her eye; 

If blind, ſhe the roving of mine cannot ſpy; 
'Thus either 1s lovely ; for woman I prize, 
And he, &c. 


SONGSTER. 103: 


If rich be my bride, ſhe brings tokens of love; 

If poor, then the farther from pride I remove: 

Thus either contents me; for woman I 
And he, Ec. 


I ne'er ſnhall want converſe, if tongue ſhe polleſs 3 
And if mute, ſtill the rarity pleaſes no leſs: 


Em ſuĩted to either; for woman 1: prize, 


And he, &c. 


Then ceaſe, ye prophane, on the ſex to deſeant; 

If you've wit to diſcern, of charms they've no want: 

Each fair can make happy, if woman we prize; 
And he, &c. 


Sb FFP 
Sung in ELI Z24. 


3 ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 

That each night they vent ſafely to reſt, 

And they merrily ſung thro” the day: 


But ah! what a ſcene muſt appear? 


Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the green bs no. more? 


204 8SONGS TIR. 

Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 

Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 

Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd around, 
And fhall commeree grow ſick of the tide 

Muſt religion expire on the ground, 

And ſhall virtue ſink down by her ſide ? 


—Sung in the WAY TO KEEP HIM, 
Written by Davin Ganmics, Eſq; 


Ye fair marry'd dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 
| eye, 

Lour roſes and lilies may ke the men ſigh; 

But roſes and lilies, and fighs paſs away, 


And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite- gui 
tar; * 

Tho' muſic in both, they are : both apt to jar 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much! 


\ 
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The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 


Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at com- 
mand: 


Erert with your huſband che ſame happy ſilt ; 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tamꝰd to your 
will. 


Be gay and good - humour'd, complying and kind; 

Turn the chief of your care from your face to your 
mind; 

Tis there that a wife may her conqueſt i improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


„nenne — . 
VILLAGE COURTSHIP 3. A PASTORAL GLEP, 
Sung at Vauxnabi. 


How re harmleſs and feet are the joys of the 
plain, h 
When, quitting the village, each. nymph and 1 ä 


ſwain 
The piper's loud ſummons obey 3 


While ſhines the bright moon, D queen of the- 
night, 

And ſilv'ring the meadows, looks down with de- 
light, 

To ſee jolly mortals fo gay. 


106 SONGSTER. 


0 AvRELIA. 
Come, Julia, add one to the throng | 
That trip it the valley along : 55 
The ſound of our feet, 
Pleas'd echo {hall beat, 
And mimic each cloſe of our ſong. 


' Damon. 


5 . my charmer, away! 
For once, turn the night into day; 
The joys of the wake, 
Ale, cyder, and cake. 
Forbid any longer delay. 


| ASS Morsus. 

Bold . your addreſſes decline; 
The choice of theſe damſels reſign: 
Tho' grey are my locks, 

The herds and the flocks 
That graze round the village are mine. 


: | Damon. 
Permit me to = as a friend, 
To which of theſe girls you pretend? 
Your plea ſhall be try'd, 
The fair-one decide, 
And conteſt in union ſhall end. 


SONGSTER. 


"Deva. F 


Tho? 1 your riches I know, 

That plea I ſhall never allow; 
For while a fall bowl, 

My thirſt can controgs; 

Unheeded a river may flow. 


Piri. 


Good farmer Gnce female decree 
All parties muſt bring to agree; 
Loet Colin be mine, 
Thy pelf I decline; 
Content and a cottage for me. 


| 8 JULIA. 5 
To end fruitleſs cavils and noiſe, 


Take, 'Stephon, my hand and my voice: : 


Away age and croſſes, - 
A coach and fix horſes 


* draw me e from * choice. 


$#%+ eee | 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Tn E man who with a gentle heart 
In life ſerene ſteals through his part, 


8 
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Needs not the villain's buſy art 

To pile his gold on gold; 
Which tho? ſecur'd in iron cheſt, 
Still burns within his tortur'd breaſt, 
By day and night exilinF reſt 
From him whoſe mind is ſold. 


Tf he can boaſt a quiet mind, 

Domeſtic bleſſings he ſhall find 

Under the roof that keeps out wind, 

And all the weather's harm. 

The ſpear that glows in honour's field; 

The ſword that ſkilful warriors wield; 
Nor yet Achilles? well-wrought ſhield, 

Need he with ſuch to arm, 


Place me far diſtant from thoſe plains, 
Where ſtands no cot, where pipe no ſwains, 
Where blow bleak winds, where fall the rains, 
And breathes a dang?rous air. 
Place me, O Bacchus, near ſome caſk, 
For ever forc'd to fill my flaſk; 
With pleaſure I'll renew my taſk, 
And bleſs my daily care. 


dd ©Y wnd I - 
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Sung at Ranzac, | 


To eaſe his heart, 4 own his 3 

Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came; 

But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, . 

She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning- Wheel. N 


Her milk- white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall; 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel, : 
But ſtill ſhe . 8 ws ſpinning-wheel. 


Then den about 1 ſlender waiſt 


He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd : 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel; 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe; 
e bleſt her neck, her lips, and eyes: 
Her for.dneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Yet ſtill ſhe nd * ſpinning- Wheel. 3 


Till, bolder grown, fo cloſe he preſs's, 

His wanton. thought ſhe quickly gueſs d; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning · whesl. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, | 
He ſwore he meant her for his bride : 
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„as then her love the did "IE 


And flung away her ſpinning- wheel. 


eee eee. CNN C a K N 
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LABOUR ow” V A1N. 


Tx purſuit of ſome lambs from my _ that had 
ſtray'd, | 
One morning I rang'd o'er the plain ; . 80 
But, alas! after all my reſearches were made, 
1 pereeiv d that my labour was Vain. 


At length growing hopeleſs my labs to reſtore, ( 


I reſolv'd to return back again; k 
It was uſeleſs, I thought, to ſeek after them more, 


Since I found that Coy labour was vain. 


Oa this my return, pretty Phebe J ſaw, 
And to love her 1 could not refrain; 

To ſolicit a kiſs, T approach'd her with awe, 
But the told me my labour was vain. 


But, Phebe, (I cry'd,) to my ſuit lend an ear, 8 
And let me no longer complain. „ 

She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 
Young Colin, your labour's in vain. 


< * 


had, 
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Then I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my breaſt, 

And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again 

O, Colin (ſhe cry'd, ) if you're. rude, I proteſt 
That your labour {hall ſtill be in vain. 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes, and VOWS, » 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain; 
dhe now has conſented to make me her 1 

So no longer I labour in vain. 


—————— e E ² Maegt re gt  rer Mber r MIE tr 


Written by Mr. WarGHTEN. 
Sung at VAUxHALL. 


80 UND the fife— beat the arne. i my 
ſtandard repair, | 
All ye Jads who will conquer or die; 
At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain I'm here, 
The men's courage and valour to try: 
'Tis your king and your country now call for your 
aid, 
And the ladies command you to go: 
By me they announce it, and you, who're afraid, 
Or refuſe, our vengeance ſhall know. 


Then firſt to the ſingle- theſe things I declare, 


So each maiden moſt firmly decrees, 
Not a kiſs will be granted, by black, ; YI or 
fair; a 
Not an ogle, a ſigh, or a ſqueezes 
K 2 
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To the matried—if they but look glum, or ſay, 
0, : 
Should the monſieur dare bluſter or hu; 
We've determined, nem. con. that their fore-heads 
ſhall ſhew—— 
A word to the wiſe is 2 8 


Theſe puniſhments we've in terrorem proclaim'd ; 
But ſill, ſhould your courage be lacking. 
As our dernier reſort, this reſolve ſhall be nam'd, 
Which egad ! will ſoon ſend you a packing, 
We'll the breeches aſſume — ' pon my honour tis 
true !- 
So determine, maids, widows, and wives; 
Firſt we'll march — beat the ee 
march back, and beat you— 
Aye, and wear 'em the reſt of our liver. | 


£ 
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4 FAVOURITE SON 8. 


No ee that trips the verdant plains 
With Sally can compare; 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair; 5 * 
The beams of Sol delight and chear, 1 
While ſummer ſcaſons roll; 1 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year * 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul, 


ds 
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When from the eaſt the morning ray 
lilumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god of day I 
With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted ground; 

Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 


The playful lambkins ſkip around, 


And hail the ſiſter f.'r. 


The 18 but ſtrains his livid throat, 5 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice; 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſhe'll perfume, 


And ev? ry flow ret ſeems to ſay, 


TI but for Sally bloom... 


* . 


, : 6 » - 2 5 J * 
The am'rous 1 her charms proclaim, 


From morn to eve their tale; 


Her beauty and unſpotted fame 


Make vocal ev'ry vale, 
The ſtream meandring thro? the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 
And ev'ry yoice, and ev'ry reed, 


Is 2 to Sally s praiſe. 
: K 3 
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No more ſhall blithſome laſs or ſwain- 

To,mirthful wake reſort, 
| Nor ev'ry May-morn-on the plain 

Advance in rural ſport; 

No more ſhall-guſh the purling rill, 

1 Nor. muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow- like on the hill, 
When I * to 10 . 
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V 7 HEN diſcord ceas'd, and 115447 broils no. 


more | 
In war deſtructive ſhook this happy 3 . 
When carnage ceas'd, and death refus'd to Rain, 
With Britiſh blood the dreadful martial plain: 
Britannia roſe, and with a grateful ſmile, 
In penile accents, thus adirels-d her we: 


* 


Als. 8 
Ve Britons, what nation like England can ſing, 


In freedom we riſe ev'ry day; fy 5 
In freedom we ſleep, and are bleſt'with-a * 
'Tis a pleaſure in all to obey z 


Then, my children, encreaſe 
The ſweet bleſſings of peace, 


\ 
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Let trumpets in melody join ; 
While truth ſhall proclaim, 
George's virtues and fame, 
Which on record for ever will ſhine... 


RE CITATIVE. 


| The ſound ſeraphic reach'd the royal ear, | 


And gazing crowds the heav'nly accents Aear 
Reviving joy returns-in ev?ry breaſt, | ; 
War diſappear'd, and peace the kingdom bleſt; 
The happy iſle no greater blefling ſecks, 

The monarch riſes, and thus nobly {peaks 4. 


Ak. 


Britannia, be aſlur'd. I Pride to ke 
Myſelf the monarch of a people free; 
Happy to govern o'er this bliſsful iſle, 


Where bleſſings on my ſubjects ever ſmile ; 1 


As long as L the royal ſcepter bear, N 
My country's gœod ſhall be my greateſt care; 
May peace continue, nor my people know 
The caſual griefs which from Bellona flow; 
Firm to Britannia's cauſe my arms fhall 3 5 


As long as England's foes their treaties. keep: 


But if my lion is induc'd to.roar, 


Deltruction hoyers round the Galt ſhore. 
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JESSY; OR, APRIL DAY. 


Sung at VAUXHALL. 


\/ V HIL E the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom; 
| and ſips, 
And my Jeſſy looks buxom and gay; 

Let me hang on her neck, and taſte from her lips 
All the ſweets of an April day. 


The ſhepherd his flock, the ruſtic his ptough, 
The farmer with joy views his hay, 

And Jeſſy, my charmer, when milking her cow, 
Sings the ſweets of an Aren day. 


Like ſnow-drops with innocent forehtch array'd. 
As blichſome and chearfvl as May, 

My Jeſſy, the pride of all the gay mead, 
Sung the ſweets of an April day. 


Remember, dear Jeſſy, and uſe well your pow'r; 
Your roſe-bnds then pluck white you may: 


And guiltleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, 


For youth's but an April day. 


$SONGSTER 17 


A RECRUITING SONG. 


Sung at SADLER's WELLS» 


Cour. volunteers, come 
To the head of the drum, 
And all you can muſter along with you bring ; ; 
Leave maſters and mothers, 
And fathers, and brothers; 
Nor think of a duty, but that to your king. 


Thou'rt active, young neighbour, 
Then throw off thy labour, 


And ſwop thy baſe pillow for bed of renown z- 


Dick, Harry, and Hugh, 
Won't you do fo too? 
A guines I'll give you d'y'ſee, and a crown. 


Good linen and cloaths, 
With hats, ſhoes, and hoſe, 

For a gentleman foldier fit every thing; 
To my quarters then come, 
Beer, brandy, and rum, 


deig your bellies e ſave the bing. 


138 SONGSTER. 
Sung at VauxualL, 


1 ISa twelvemonth ago, = perllaps they are 


twain, 

Since Thyrſis neglected the nymphs of the 1 | 

And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows 
along, 

To hear 2 loft tale, or to ling him a "OP 


| Wbat at er was but friendſhip, ſoon. grew to a 


flame, 
In my heart it was love, in the moods! twas-the 
ſame; | 
From each other we {ought not our pen to hide, 
| But who ſhould love mol was our conteſt and pride. 


But prudence ſoon whiſper' d us, Live) not too well, 
For envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell; 
And a flame, without fartune 8 rich gifts on its 

fide, 

The grave.ones will ſcorn, . ns a. mother _ 

chide. 


Afraid of - he his viſits forbore, 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more; 
But to tarry with patience a ſeaſon more kind; 
8o I. put the dear thepherd quite out of my mind. 


—— 


SONGS TER. 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid z 


If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your care; 


A FAVOUREKETE SONG. 


A Wit and captain ſtrove, Sir, 


To gain a lady? s love, Sir; 


And warm 1n competition, 

To pleaſe his miſtreſs moſt. 
The bravo, like a warrior, 
Thought he by ſtor m ſhou*d carry her, 
And ſwore he'd guard her perſon 
From danger and aſperſion, 

And ſhe ſhou'd be his toaſt. 


The poet ſoftly told her, 
That tho' he was no ſoldier, © 
He'd make her fame eternal, 
In Magazine or Journal, 

And ſing away her cares. 


The lady then reflecting 


Whoſe parts were moſt affecting, 

Thought ſpark of tuneful merit 

Ovtweigh'd the bluſt'ring ſpirit, 
And thus her mind declares. 


'Condemn the god Cupid, but blefs the fond pair. 
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'Tis gentle wit and breeding, 
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| My honour wants no Hector 


To be its ſtern protector; 


No Myrmidon to frighten, 


But Phaon to delight in ;- 
So, captain, march along. 


Is worth a lady's heeding ; 


No hopes our hearts of gaining ] 
Without firſt entertaining ; | SO, 
90 let me have a ſang, _ 5 * .54 \ 


But juſt then in the nick, Sir, 


A ſquire of ſilver quick, Sir, „„ > 


With gold-knot on his rapier, 


Who well could cut a caper, 


Now play'd before her eyes. 


| His air and drefs ſo taking, - | 
Without the pains of ſpeaking, - | 


This moſt engaging younger, 
By far outſhone the ſongſter, 
And danc'd off wy the prize. 


My > 
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Sung at Marynons. 


ANN Y bluſhes when I woo her, 
And, with kindly-chiding eyes, 
Faintly ſays I ſhall undo her, 
Faintly, O forbear, ſhe cries; 
But her breaſts when I am preſſing, - 
When to her's my lips I join, 
Warm'd, ſhe ſeems to taſte the bleſſing, 
And her kiſſes anſwer mine. 


A BACCHANALIAN SON G, 


. at vauxnalt. 


(Cont, come, my companions, be jocund and 


gay, 
Forget ev'ry care, and drive ſpleen far away, 
No doubts for to-morrow our bliſs ſhall controul, 
But ev'ry dull thought ſhall be drown'd in the *' 


bowl. 


Nor ak nor ambition, thoſe plague: of the 


great, 
Our 3 Joy. n depreſs, or imbitter our ſtate ; 155 


L 
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He's king for to-night who reigns OR. in 
| - mirth, - 
And he that ke moſt 1s polleſs'd of mok 


worth. 


The miſer fits plodding from morning till night, 
And places in gold all his hopes and delight, 5 
Our pleaſures are greater and nobler's our crime, 
He robs but poor mortals, while we cheat old 


time, 


The fool who fits gazing all night at the ſkies, 

And fancies himſelf ro be wonderous wiſe, 

Was he here would confeſs his purſuits had been 
vain, 


For he ne'er ſaw a Rar ine like ſparkling Cham- 
paign. | 


The hermit, grown fick of this world's cares and 
ſtrife, 

Makes ſolitude his ſummum bonum of life, 

But could he once meet ſuch a frolickſome 


throng, 
He'd quit his dull cave, and would join in our 


ſong. 


Wou'd the learned Phyſician, ſo formal and 
grave, | 
Who ty auer deſtroys for each one he can ſave, 


But alter his plan, and good liquor preſcribe, _ 
No man but wal doat on the phyſical tribe. 


| When you're low take the dotor which I recom- 
| mend, , | "F 
. Who'll not tire you with talk, but will prove your 


beit friend ; 
He's very well known, and one of great fame, 


A roſy-cheek*d fellow, and Port is his name. 


Let the bowl and the bottle go briſkly about, 
For others are ready when theſe are drank out; 


In mirth and good-humour our bumpers we'll 


drink; 


Since thoughts bring but plagues * us a ane to 


think. 


AYALA Done i ee 


AMPHITRYON;z A c ANT ATA. 


Sung at VAUXHALL, 


RuciTariy E. 


A MPHITR Y ON and his bride, a N 
pair, 
He brave as Mars, and ſhe as Vos fair, 
On thrones of gold, in purple triumph plac'd, 
With matchleſs ſplendor held the nuptial feaſt; 
| L 2 
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Whilſt the high roof with loud applauſes _ 
— thus the r hero ſung. 


| AIR. 
Was mighty Jove deſcending, 
With all his wrath divine, 
Enxrag'd at my pretending 1 
To call this charmer mine; 
His ſhafts of bolted thunder, 
With boldneſs I'd deride, 
Not heaven itſelf can ſunder 
The hearts * love has ty'd. 


Rr cirATI vx, accompanied. 


The thund'rer heard, he look'd with vengeance 


down, 
Till beauty” s glance difarm'd his awful frown ; 


The magic impulſe of Alcmena's eyes 
- CompelPd the conqu”ring god to quit the ſkies ; 


He feign'd the huſband's _ aca her 


charms, 


And puniſh'd his preſumption in a arms. 


wy 


He deſerves ſublimeſt pleaſure, 
Who reveals it not when won ; 


* Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure, 


Boaſt it, and the fool's undone. 
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Learn by this, unguarded lover, | 85 
When your ſecret ſighs prevail, 
Not to let your tongue diſcover 
Raptures that it ſhould conceal. 


* 
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THE TRAIN BANDS; A CANTATA. 


ReciraTivEy. 


A tour the warm ſeaſon when farmers reap 


corn, 
A feather each citizen 40 on his horn; 
With the thoughts of a muſter his ſpirits abound, 
And without fear he ſtears to th' Artillery Ground; 
There he ſees all the regiment, the colonel and cap- 


tain, 
Red cloaths and big looks ingeniouſly wrapt in. 


Commanders with age bent, a very ſad thing, 
Who ſtumble and hobble like pigs in a ſtring; 

And after an hour is waſted, or near, 

To know right from lefty 0s the front from th 


rear; 


Wich abundance of bultle they're jumbled toge- 


| ther, 5 
The cobler and porter, the beau and his feather ; 


= 
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Some ſtagg'ring with drink, and ſome hobbliag 
with corns, 
And ſcratching their heads as if groping for 
horns; 
At length the commander for filence roars out, 
And then thus addreics the whimſical rout.. 


Att. 
Take notice of what you're about, 
All other thoughts deſpiſe ; 
A ſoldier never ſhould be out, 
But know his exerciſe. 
A man that would acquire fame, 
Should much in arms delight; 
To get an everlaſting name, 


He ſhould ſbine forth in fight. 


RCITATIVE. 
This ſaid, then the drummer beat an alarm, 


And e the field they cry, pang 


arm! 


Then i in two parts en both father and bro- 


ther, 


To fight, like true Engliſhmen, one againſ er 


ther; 


Then, thus the command is, to rank and to file, | 
With looks ſo important, wou'd make a dog 


ſmile. 


>> 2 > 
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AIR. 


Make ready, my boys, 
And well ram your powder; 
»Twill make the more noiſe, 
And found much the louder.. 


REciTATIVE. 


The captain then holding his cane up on high,. 

Cries, Fire my lads, and let your wads fly; 

But pops down his noddle almoſt to the graſs, 

For fear that a bullet ſhould fly in his face ; 

Or leſt the fierce flame that admits no reſtrain- 
ing, | | 

Should burn his fine wig, Lept on purpoſe for train- 
ing: 

Then their drums and their muſquets at once ceaſe. 
to rattle, | 

And thus is concluded the bloodileſs battle. 

Tze fight now being ended, the power is ofer,, . 

And the chief now but counſels, who order' d be«. 
fore. 


Alk. 
My lads you've done well. ;. | 
In fight you excel, 4 
And are heroes in wars and alarms; 2 ET 
Pray, go home to your wives, 


; 
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Thoſe who've not loſt their lives; 
And revel and baſk in their arms. 


2 My 
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Written by Mr. Garrick. 


Sung in Epilogue to the CLANDESTINE Miarkiace, IB 


1 Hate. all their nonſenſe, N 
Their Shakeſpeares and Johnſons, T 

Their plays, and cheir playhouſe, and bards;. 
*Tis ſinging, not ſaying ; | 


A fig for all playing, W 

But playing, as we do, at cards. W 

T love to ſee Jonas, | T 

= Am pleas' d, too, with Comus ; Fi 
= Each well the ſpectator re wards: 

44 So clever, ſo neat, in 
Their tricks and their cheating, T. 
Like them we would fain deal our cards. 01 


* 


JENNY.,OF THE GREEN. 


HI L E others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſows, TI 
And Real it's fragrance from the role, 


— 


so N GS TER. 


To dreſs their fancy's queen; 


Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, 


All muſic's powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the green. f 


Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream, 

How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen ! 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 

The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe- 


To Jenny of the green. 


With joy my ſoul reviews the day, 

When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 
ne haiPd the fylvan ſcene ; - 

Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, - 

Firſt trove to catch the grace and eaſe 

Of Jenny of the green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 
On me ſhe caſt her partial eye, 

Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien 2 
The fragrant myrtle wreath J wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 

Of Jenny of the green. 


Through all the fairy-land of love, 
PII ſeek my pretty wand' ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen; 


Tho' now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 
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Tho? far apart, I'll meet again 
My Jenny of the green. 


But thou, old time, till that bleſt nige 


That brings her back with ſpeedy flight, 


Melt down the hours between; 
And when we meet, the lofs repay, 
On loit'ring wing prolong, my ſtay 

With Jenny of the green. 


ASSESS EE ESESEUS SS +2. 


MISS BROWN. 


D E A R Madam at 
So artleſs a muſe; 


That endeavours your beauties t aint; 


The fault is not mine, 
For tho? you're divine, 
My power. to praiſe you is faint. 


If the goddeſs of love 
E'er ſtepp'd from above 
To viſit the groves upon earth; 
I think it quite plain, 
You was one of her train, 
Or at leaſt it was there you had birth. 


Let thoſe of more ſkill, 
Paint beauties that kill, 


Te 


9 
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And arm their bright-eyes with a frow ni 
Bat T, for my part, 


Such beauties deſert 
To ling the good-natur'd Miſs Brown. 


— 


A HUNTING s ON s. 


R OUZE, rouze, jolly ſportſmen, the hounds are 
all out, : 
The chaſe is begun, I declare ; 3 
Come, up too and horſe, let us follow the rout, 
And join in the chace of the hare. 
Hark! hark! don't you hear, they are now in the 
vale; 
The horn, how melodious it ſounds! 
Poor puſs in a fright, how ſhe ſtrives to prevail, 
And fly from the cry of the hounds! 


Tho' up te the hills and mountains ſhe ſcales, 
Whoſe tops ſeem to join in the ſky; 

We mount in the air, like a kite in a gale, 

And follow the hounds in full cry, 

Tho? into the copſe, ſhe for refuge their flies, 

We kill her, 'tis twenty the odds; 

Thile echo ſurrounds us with hooting and 


ers. 
We ſeem to converſe with the gods. 


13:2 $SONGSTEE 
Our freedom with conſcience is never alarm'd, 
p We are ſtrangers to envy and ſtrife; 8 
1 When bleſt with a wife, we return to her arms 3 
| Sport ſweetens the conjugal life, 
Our days paſs away in a ſcene of delight 
Which kings and their courtiers ne'er taſte ; 
In pleaſures of love we revel all night, 
Next morning return to the chace. 


P7000 ene. 


Sung in the Carricious Lovers. 


Co. ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 

To ſhare thy board, and deck thy cot; 
With joy F fly the fimple youth, 

Who holds me light, or doubts my truth. 


Thy break: for love too wanton grown, 

Shall mourn it's peace and pleaſure flown ; 
Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, 

Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain. 


8 O N G STER. , 
Sung © in the Wiyss Revxos, 


M ASTER Jenkins ſmok'd ky pipe, 


And ſwore he'd ne'er be married, 
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But ' gainſt each huſband threw ſome wipe, 1 


Or dry jeſt drolly carried. 
Maſter Jenkins thought a wife 
The greateſt mortal evil, 


And ſwore to lead a husband's life pode : 


Muſt be the very devil, 


Maſer Jenkins ſmok'd his KONG | 

At home, content, and married, 
Regardleſs of each ſneer or woos 

Or dry jeſt drolly carried: 
Maſter Jenkins ſwore a wife 
Was not ſo great an evil; 
And any but a husband's life 
Was now the very devil. 


Maſter Jenkins Tmok'd his pipe, 
And had been ſome months married 
Severely now he felt each wipe, 
For-horns the poor man carried: 
Maſter Jenkins curs'd his wife, 
And ſwore of ſuch an evil 
To get well quit he'd part with life, 
Or ſend her to the devil. 


— 


L34 \ SOMGSETER 
ROBIN HOOD. 


| As blithe as the linnet. ings in the green wood, 
So blithe we'll wake the morn ; 

And, thro” the wide foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
We'll wind the bugle horn. 


The ſheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood; 
Bold Robin diſdains to fly; 

Let him come when he will, we'll i in merry Sher- 

wood | 4 


5 Or vatgquilh, boys, or die. 


Our hearts they are tout, and our bows e's are 
good, 
As well their maſters know ; 
They're cut in the foreſt of merry Sherwood, 
And ne'er will 1 25 a foe. 


Our arrows ſhall drink of the fallow-deers blood; 
We'll hunt them o'er the plain; 

And thro” the wide foreſt of merry 2 2 25 
No ſhaft ſhall fly in Vain. 


Brave Scarlet and John, who were never ſubdu'd, 
Gave each his hand ſo bold; 

We'll reign thro” the foreſt of merry Sherwood; 

What ſay, my hearts of gold ! 


a 


re 


Ye damſels beware of the danger of May. 


Should Flora propoſe you the vernal 41 


$ONGSTER. , a6 


THE VIRGIN: M ON on. XC 4 


Sung at VAUXHALL. 


v. virgins of Britain, who wiſely attend 

The dictates of reaſon, who value a friend, Fe 
come lift to my counſel, and mark what I ſay ;. 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of May. 


Tho' guarded by virtue's all foſtering hand; 
Tho? modeſty lend you her magical wand ; 
Tho” innocence deck you with ſpotleſs array, 
Ye dainſels beware of the dangers of May. 


When firſt the gay beauties of nature appear, 
And Phebus? bright fmile chears the juvenile | 
year; 
When the birds chant their amorous notes from 
each ſpray, WEL ad 


* 


Her delicate paintings exhibit to ſight; _ 
In her meadows and fields ſhould you frolic and 


play, | 
Beware, O beware of the dangers of May. 


When he blood briſkly FR the all- eloquent eyes 
Reveal ewry ſecret the heart would diſguiſe; : 


4 
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Should this amorous youth, this ſoft ſcene to im- 
With ardour implore the reward of his love; 
If Hymen attend you, his dictates obey, 
For wedlock removes all the dangers of May. 
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Written by the late Queen of DEuuAA k. 


„„ ner. 
The boſom quick- panting with force ſeems to ſay, 
"Tis hard to reſiſt all the dangers of May. 


prove, 


THE TE A Re 


H OW prone the boſom is to ſigh ! 


How prone to weep, the human eye! 


As thro? this painful life we ſteer, 
This Takes of the ſigh _ tear. 


When by the r with Arb grievd, 


A thouſand bleſſings are receiv'd, 


With ev'ry comfort that can chear; 
*Tis then bright virtue's grateful tear. 


When ev*ry parting pang is o'er, 


And friends long abſent meet once more, 
Fraught with delight, and love ſincere; 


2 io” 


Tis then {weet friendſhip's joyful tear. 
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When two fond lovers doom'd to part, 

, Feel deadly pangs invade their heart, 

Torn from the object each holds dear; 

'Tis then, O then ! the parting tear. 


A; 
When wretches, on the earth reclin'd, 
Their doom of condemnation ſign'd, 
(The end of earthly being near;; 
is then ſoft pity's gentle tear. 
* 


If on ſome lovely creature's face, 

Rich in proportion, colour, grace, 
A pearly drop ſhould once appear; 

'Tis then the lovely, beauteous tear. 
When mothers, (O! the grateful ſight) 
Their children view with fond delight; 
Surrounded by a charge ſo dear, 
'Tis then the fond, maternal tear. 
When lovers ſee the beauteous maid, 
To whom their fond attention's paid, 
With conſcious bluſhing ſobs draw near; 
'Tis then the lovely, pleading tear. 


When two dear friends, of kindred mind, 

By ev'ry gen'rous tie conjoin'd, 

Behold their dreaded parting near, 

'Tis then, O then! the bitter tear. 
M 3 4 
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But when the wretch, with ſins oppreſs'd, 
Strikes in an agony his breaſt ; 

When torn with guilt, remorſe, and fear; 
Tis then the beſt, the ſaving tear. 


CI Io tg I i EO ot IG I OMG Ot BIO On CG CIC I IRC 
. ' FANNY OF THE DALE, 


Written by Mr. Cuxnnincians 


Lr he declining damaſk roſe 
With envious grief look pale; 

The ſummer bloom more freely glows... 
In Fanny of the dale. 


Is there a ſweet that deeks the field, 
Dr ſcents the morning gale, 

Can ſuch a vernal fragrance yield, 
As Fanny of the dale? 


The painted belles, at court rever'd, 
Look ,lifeleſs, cold, and ſtale: 

How faint their beauties, when compar'd: 
With * of the dale! 


The willow binds. Paſtora's brows, ; 
Her fond advances fail: 

For Damon pours his warmeſt vows. 

To Fanny of the dale! 
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Might honeſt truth, at laſt, ſucceed, | 
And artleſs love prevail! : J 
Thrice happy could he tune his reed 1 
With Fanny of the dale! . 5 38 


AAA AA A AAA At ee Ads, A» 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


loury mortals, fill your glaſſes ; I 


Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces £7 
Who'd for love or beauty pine? 


Look upon this bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 

More than in Chloe wben juſt going 

In the moment to be kind! 


Alexander hated thinking; 
Drank about at council board; | 
Made friends, and gatn'd the world by ane 
More than by his conquering ſword, 


S 
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Sung at VAUXHALL. 


An Chloris, could I now but ſit. 
As unconcern'd as when 
Tour infant beauty could beget 
No happineſs nor pain! 
When I this dawning did admire, 
And pray'd the eoming day, 
T' little thought that riſing fire 
Would take my rel wan, 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood Jay: 


As metals in a mine; 
4 Age from no face takes more away 
Than youth conceal'd in thine :- 
But as your charms inſenſibly 
To their perfections preſt, 
So love, as unperceiv'd, did fly, 
And center'd in my breaſt. 


My paffion with her beauty grew, 
While Cupid, at my heart, 
Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart: 
Each gloried in their wanton part; 
'To make a beauty, ſhe | 
Employ'd the utmoſt of her art; 
To make a lover, he. 
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Sung at VAUXHALL. 


T, EE me, laſſes, have vou ſeen, 


Lately wand' ring o'er the green, 

Beauty's ſon, a little boy, 

Full of frolic, mirth, and joy? 

If you know his ſhelter, ſay ; 

He's from Venus gone aſtray : 
Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip ober the green? 


By theſe marks the god you'll know, 


O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 
And a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts: 
Tho? he's naked, little, blind, 
He can triumph o*er the mind. 

Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


Subtle as the lightinig's wound,. 
Is his piercing arrow found; 
While the boſom'd heart it pains, 
No external mark remains; 
Reaſon's ſhield itſelf is broke, 
By the unſuſpected ſtroke. 

Tell me, laſſes, &c. 
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Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie 


Baſking in the ſunny eye: 
Or his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks 


On the maiden's roſy cheeks: 


Snowy breaſts, or curling hair, 
Oft conceal his pleaſing ſnare. 
Tell me laſſes, &c. 3 


She that the receſs reveals 


Where the god himſelf conceals, 
Shall a kiſs receive this night 
From him who is her heart's delight; 
To. Venus Jet her bring the boy, 
She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 
Tell me, laſfes, have you ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the green? 


- 
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4 FAVOURITE SON Ge. 


No OW hear me, dear Nanny, nor treat with dil 
dain 
The voice of my paſſion, the words of my pain; 
Thou dear ſource of all, *tis to you I complain, 
Then pr'ythes, now hear me, dear gd ! 


By all thoſs bright charms that 7 in your 
face, 


By thoſe eyes far ring bright Phoebus 5 rays | 


+ ty 


ex 


2 


5 | 
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And I'd often fay No, when I long d to ſay Yes. 
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By thy boſom whete dwells ev'ry virtue and grace, 
I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny! . 


By thy ſweet ay lips, ht true cloquenee 
dwells, | 
Whoſe ſweets all the ſweets of fame d Hybla excels, 
Whoſe accents alone all my anguiſh efpels, 
I beſeech thee to hear me, ene ye, 


By thy deareſt dear ſelf, fraught with charms ſo. 
compleat, 
By all that is lovely, and all chat i is „eech 
By love, that now makes me to ſigh at your feet, 
I beſeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny! We 


By Hymen' s bright torch, and by uri; bright 
flame, 
By all that you love, and by all I can name, 
By your ſpotleſs honour, your virtue and fame, 
I beſeech chee to hear me, dear Nanny |! 


1. 


Sung at VAUXHALL. 


\ 


2 AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the 

plain; f 
I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare 'cwas amiſs, 
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Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And brought me two lambkins to witneſs his 

N flame; 

Oh! take theſe (he eryd) thou, more fair than 
their fleece! 


I could OY ſay No, tho? aſham'd to lay Yes, 


Soon after, ore morning, we ſat in the grove, 


He preſs'd my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd his 
4 love; 
Then tenderly aſk'd, if Id grant him a kiſs? / 


1 deſign'd to*ve ſaid No, bt miſtook, and ſaid Yes, 


At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his 1 A 
breaſt; 

Ye gods (he cry'd) Chloe will now make me bleſt; I y 

Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs; 

To prevent being teiz'd, I was forc'd to ſay Ves. 81 


I ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life; 7 
I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife: 

Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this; 

You mult all die old maids, if you will not ſay Yes. I Hi 


COLINWS COMPLAINT. 
Written by Mr. Rowe. 


De. 8 AIR 1 NG befide A clear uren, f 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; "Me 
And while a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head. | 
his Y The winds that blew over the plain, 
To his ſighs with a ſigh did reply; 
And the broek, in return to his pain, 
es. Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


is Alas 1 filly ſwain that I was! 
Thus ſadly cemplaining he cry'dz - 
t; When firſt I beheld that fair face, 
ls; Twere better by far I had dy'd: 
; She talk'd, and I bleſt the dear wngus'; 3 
When ſhe ſmil'd, *twas a pleaſure too great? 
[ liken'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſung, 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet ! 


es: How fooliſh was I to believe 

Jhe could doat on ſo lewly a clown! 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 

To forſake the fine folk of the town Pry | 
To think that a beauty ſo gay, . 


So kind and ſo conſtant would prove; 
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5 Or go clad like our maidens in Srey, 
Or live in a x cottage on love? Fo 


What tho' 1 have {kill to complain! 
Thoꝰ the muſes my temples have crown di 
What tho', when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins, fit. weeping around! | 
Ah, Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign; 8 
Thuy falſe - one inelines to a ſwain | 
Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine. 


And you, my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear to accuſe, the falſe maid 2 
The? through the wide world. I ſhould range, 
*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly: | 
2 Twas hep's toþe falſe and to change; 
Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt any pity is found,. 
Let her come with the nymphs of the aims 
And ſee me laid low in the ground. 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, - 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ;z. + 
And when ſhe looks doyn in my grave, 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


* 


$SONGCSTER 1437 
Then to her new love let her go, Wo) 

And deck her in golden array; . 
Be fineſt at ev'ry fine ſhow, „ 


And frolic it all the long day: gs Ea, 


While Colin, forgbtten and gone, 
No more ſhall'be'talk*d of, or feeny © © 

Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the o great = 
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Sung at RANELAGH:, 


| ReciTATIvVE. 


W HE N Bacclius, jolly god, invites, 
To revel in his ev'ning rites; | | 
In vain his altar I ſurround, 

Tho' with Burgundian incenſe crown d?- 
No charms has wine, without the laſs, i 
Tis love 4285 n to the glaſs. 


; Aw ; 
While all around, with jocund glee, | 
In brimmers toaſt the fav'rite ſne; 
Tho' ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart {ill whiſpers Chloe's name; 
And thus, with me, by am'rous Reaktls,” 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. 

* 2 
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A FAYOURITE SONG. 


In N ancient times, when England's fame 
Throughout the world was ſpread, 

Proud Gallia trembled at our name, 
And hid her humble head. 


The Britiſh lion greatly frown'd, 
And ſhook his horrid mane ; 

While thoſe who fear*d him kulk*d * 
And dreaded to be ſeen. 


But now, behold what fate ordain'd ! 
Natiens our influence mock, 


; The Britiſh lion hes enchain'd, | 


+ While crows the Gallic cock! 


COLIN AND PHEBE. 


Sung at RanzLAGH. 


\ 7 HERE the nn ſweetens the bow'r, 


And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 
The roſes, refreſn'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene; 
In a cottage, retir'd, there live 

. Young Colin and Phebe the fair; 
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The bleſſings each other receive : 58 
In mutual enjoyments they ſhlare: 
And the lads and the laſſes, that dwell on the. 


plain, 


| Sing in . of fi Phebe, and Colin her (main. 6 


The 8 of contentment edel | 
The ſplendor and grandeur of pride ; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful bride 3. 
He wiſhes no greater delight 
Than to tend on the lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phebe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay 3 | 
And the lads tell the lafſes, in hopes to prevail, _ 
They're as conſtant as Colin who lives i in the dale. 
If delighted her Jover appears, 5 
The fair- one partakes of his bliſs; 
If dejefted, ſhe ſoothes all his cares 
And heals all his pains with a * 35 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit 5 WE 
That is pratis'd in city and court; { op W 
Thinks happineſs tio where compleat, | 
But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort : 
And the lads tell the laſſes they die in deſpair, . 
Unleſs they are kind : as Phebe the fair. we | 
| N 3. ys I 
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Ye youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair- one betray, 


No longer be faithleſs in love, 8 18 


The dictates of honour obey ;. = 


Ve nymphs, who with beauty are bleſt, 


With virtue improve ev'ry grace ; 
The charms of the mind when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the face; 


And ye lads and ye laſſes, whom Hymen had 


Jjoin'd, 
Like Colin be conſtants like Phebe be lad 


WE HE HEB RE IE en ee 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


| 8 WEEE 8 T of pretty Sade, let : Gagne] in 


cline thee 


T' accept of a faithful heart winch now I: Lees 


thee ;- 
Scorning all ſelfiſh ends, regardleſs of money, 
1 Jens only to the girl that's gen'rous ang bonny, 
Take me Jenny, | 
Let me win you, 
While I'm in the humour; 
I implore you, 
I adore you, 
What can mortal. do more ;. 
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Kiſs upon t, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſhyly, | 8 


There's my hand, and here's my r which ne 
ver will 8 thee. - 


pright are thy lovely. eyes, "thy [weet lips ps 
ing, 
Well poliſh'd thy wry neck thy round arms in- 
viting; 
Oft at the milk- white churn with rapture I've an: 
them, 7 | 
But oh ! how I Ggh's, and widh'd = own arms 5 be= 
tween- them! 
Take me Jenny, ae. 


Pve ore of ſheep, my Jon and goats ↄn the moun- 


tain, 
And water to brew. good ale, from. von chryſtal 
fountain; 
Pve, too, a pretty cot, with garden ond land to't, x 
But all will be doubly ſweet, if you Put a hand to't. 
| Take me Jenny, I) 
Let me win.you, _ 
While I'm in the humour; El 
I implore ou. 
T. adore you, | 5 
What can mortal do more; 


EKiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſnyly. 


There's my hand, and here” my heart, which ne · 


ver will beguile thee, 1 3 
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THE SANDMAN;z 4 CANTATA, 
Written by Mr: HAwðw⁊æ ins. 
 ReciTaTive, 


K 3 a poor lad, and mean's wy FOES 3 
From morn till night I am bawling: 


Through ſtreets, — . and 6 ſquares 1 


| pals; 


My treaſure all on one poor aſs : 


My conſtant theme, where'er I go, 


Is, Maids, do ye. want. gd 7 ? —_s hol 


8 
Tho' 1* am a poor ſandman, I care not a jot 
For all the fine folks in the nation; 
While I can get money to buy a full pot, 
Em che e e man in my een 


Wunat's riches Ae 5 
Or all the gay pleaſure, 
Where happineſs does not unite; 
f *Tis nought but a juggle, | | | N 
A mere hubble bubble = 
Of pain and perplexity rage] 


. EL Rrerraris. ; 


Now my Wa. 8 da a tale Pl tell 
rn ſure will pleaſe you all full well: 


8 


** 
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One day, as paſſing through the ſreet, | 
I black-ey'd Suſan chanc'd to meet, 

Ah, deareſt Sam! (to me the cried) 

When ſhall I be thy own true bride? 
Faith Sue, (quoth I) I'd rather tarry; 

| For hang me if I think to marry. + 

I She call'd me, then, ungrateful wretch, 
And ſaid the devil would me fetch: 
But for all this I did not care; 
I drove away, and my her there. 


1 R. A 


For who in their wits: * be e with a 


4 wife? 
Fo de teiz'd and 8 1 for ever "M0 


They'll rid you as faſt as they can of your life, 755 
And are not contented-uo, never. ö ö 


ak ſuch « iter, | 

They ſtick like a plaiſter 

That's faſten'd upon a man's back; 8 
And what is ſtill worſe, 1 
Ah! that is the curſe, 

They have ſuch a confounded clack, 
Ohl lack! 

They have ſuch a confounded clack. 


Then fince this is the caſe of having a wife, 
Let, me ever, ye gods, live a ſingle life. 
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Sung in the 8. . s TA LX. 


— 


\ } H I L E on earth's: ſoft lap deſcending, 


Lightly falls the feather'd ſnow ;. 
Nature, awfully attending, 


Each rude wind forbids to blow. 


White and pure i appearing, 
Earth her virgin mantle wears; 

Soon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 
Her Gejudes. beſopa bares. 


Thus my fooliſh heart 3 

Liſten'd to his artful tongue 3. 
All his yows of love receiving, 

9388 On each flatt' ring accent hung. 

Fondly, for a time, n 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate; 

Now, alas! at length forſaken, 

Sad experience comes too late.” 
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E E T others Damon's praiſe rehearſe 
Or Colin's, at their will ; 

I mean to ſing, in rant werk, e 
Young. Strephon of the hill. 


As once I ſat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill! 

Who ſhou'd my ſolitude invade, 
But Strephon of the kill ! 


He tap't my ſhoulder, ſaatch'd A kit, 
I cou'd not take it ill; | 
For nothing, ſure, is done ace? 


By Strephon of the hill. 


Conſent, 0 lovely maid! (he era) 
Nor aim thy ſwain to kill: 

Confent this day to be the bride . 
Of Strephon of the hill. . bn 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 
See how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away es: de 
With Strephon of the hill. | 


We went to church with hearty glee, 1 
O love propitious till . 
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May ev'ry nymph be bleſt like me 
With Strephon of the hill. 


— 


sung at VauznalL. f 


e let your lovers languiſh, 


If you'd have them conſtant prove; 
Doubts and fears, and ſighs and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love. 


Jockey nos; and I cats. 


Soon as ere I heard his tale: - 
He with conqueſt quite contented, 
Boaſting, rov'd around'the vale. 


Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 


Who rejects him with diſdain : 


Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 


Never pleas'd without ſome pain. 
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V E have no idle prating, Fw 3 WE 
Of either whig or tory ; _. _ 
But each-agrees 
Io live at eaſe, We Rh | 
And fing or tell a florys.- 5. a =_ 
FULt.ta ham, - - ..: r 8 n —_— 
To the'brim, 5 | _ 
Let it round the table roll: 1 i 
The divine 
Tells us wine 
Chears the War and the ſoul. 
We're "RO men of vlanſive; © © Eon” 
Deſpiſing pride and party; 
While knaves and fools, 
Preſcribe us rules, 
We are ſincere and hearty. 
Fill to him &c. 


2 


If an accepted Maſon ö eo ps 1 
Should talk of high or low church; 5 
We'll ſer him down B 
A ſhallow crown, © © vgs 
And underſtand him no church. 
Fill to him, &c. 
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The world is all in darkneſs 3 f 
About us they conjeQure, .. 


But little think 

A ſong and drink 
Succeed a Maſon's lecture. 

Fill to him, &c. 


Then landlord bring a hogſhead, 
And in the corner place it; N 
Till it rebound N e 


JJ. TS 2-30 7 
Each Maſon here will face it. We ly 115 

Fill to him, e £4 

To the brim, e 


Let it round the table roll; 
The divine 
Tells us wine 

Chears the body and the foul. 


ü 
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THE MILLER?*S WE D.D, 1M, g 


4 ' FF f 


a. 8-2 
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1 E, neighbours, your work, and to Hort 
and to play, 

Let the tabor ſtrike up and the village be gay. 

No day thro' the year ſhall more chearful be ſeen, 

For "_ of the mill marries Sue ws the e green. ; 


rt 
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J love Sue, and Sue loves m ® 
And while the wind blo Frs bt lf 
And while the mill goes, & = 
Who'll be fo happy, ſo u ab we? 2 


— 


Let lords and fine folks, 10 for 3 take a 
bride, 
Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy'd; 
My body is ſtout, and my heart is as ſound, 
And my love, like my courage, will never Zire 
ground. 8 8 F< 5 $28. « 5 
I love Sue, &c. 5 255 


Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointers wed, 
And prudently take the beſt bidders to bed; - 
Such ſigning and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, | 
We ſettle our hearts, and we ſeal with A kiſs. 5 
I love Sue, &c. > 
Tho? Ralph is not- courtly, nor none af. your 


beaus, 
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your” fine 


cloaths ; 
In nothing bell borrow * folks of high nie 
Nor e'er turn his back on his friend, or his wife. 


I love Sue, & c. 


While thus I am able to voik at my mill, 


While thou : art kind, and thy tongue but lies ftill; 
O 2 . 


#8 
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On George be pleas'd to * 


"Mo SONGSTER 


Our joys ſhall continue; and ever be new, 
And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his . 
1 love Sue, and Sue loves me, 1 

And while. the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be ſo happy, ſo pan as we? 
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T'HE KING? 8 e No 


TIP ; "toi 


OD fave great George our king! : 


_ 3 live our noble king, 


God ſave the king! 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 


Long to reign over us; 


God Roe the king. 


O Lord, our God, ariſe, 
Scatter his enemies, 
And make them fall: 
Confound their politicks, 


- Fruſtrate their knaviſh tricks; 


Ont im our hopes we fix; E 
God ſave us all. 


Thy choice it 1 . 


Long may he reign 3 


© PRE: — 1 "In 
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"iy he defend our laws, 8 

And ever give us cauſe, 

To ſing with heart and voice, 
God fave t he 1 


— tre eee. cep eher ec Ly rn 


A FAVOURITE SON Gs 


Lr a ſet of ſober aſſes Pets 

Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 
While water, tea, 
And milk agree, 

To ſet cold brains a thinking; 
Power and wealth, | 
Beauty, health, 

Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd : 
Joys abound, Y 

Pleaſure's ee . 

Only where the glaſs goes round. 


Ikhe ancient ſects on happineſs 
a All differ*d in opinion; 5 3 
But wiſer rules T4 
Of modern ſchools, 
In wine. fix their dominion. . 
Power and wealth, Kc. 


Wine gives the lover vigour, ; 
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty, 
93. 


162 SONGS T E R. 
Makes poets write, 
And ſoldiers fight, 
And friendſhip do its duty. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


Cd - 


Wine was the only Helicon, | 
Whence poets are long-liv'd ſo; 
*T'was no other main 
Than briſk champaign, 
| Whence Venus was deriv'd too. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


When heav'n in Pandora's box 
All kinds of ill had ſent. us 
In a merry mood, 
A bottle of good, 


Was cork'd up, to coatent us. 


n * 
n 


All virtues wine is nurſe to, 
Of ev'ry vice deſtoyer, 
Gives dullards wit, 
M.ankes juſt the Cit, 
Truth forces from the lawyer. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


3 Na n . — — 


* > 


Wine ſets our joys a flowing, 
Our care and ſorrow drowning.. 
Who rails'at the bow], 
Is a Turk in's foul, + 


* * co 
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SONG SIE. 163 
And a chriſtian neꝰ er ſhould own him : 


Power and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 

Wit and mirth in wine are crown d- 
Joys abound, 


Pleaſure's found | 
Only where the glaſs goes round.. 


THR nf 
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Cour, all ye jolly. Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine, 
Let us offer up a hogſhead 
Unto our maſter's ſhrine. 
And a toping we will go, &c. 


Then let us drink, ory never ſhrink, , 
For I'Il give a reaſon why; 
*Tis a * ſin to leave a houſe, 
Till we've drank the cellar dry. 
And a toping, &c. 


In times of old I was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought *twas too ſevere. 
And a toping, &c. 


— 
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64, 380 N68 T EK. 
He fill'd a goblet to the brim, 
; And bade me take a ſup ;, 
K But had it been a gallon pot, 
By Jove Fd toſs'd it up. 
And a toping, &c. 


And ever ſince that happy time. 
Good wine has been my chear ; 
Now nothing puts me in a "ey 
But water or ſmall beer. 

And a toping, &e, 


Then let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly; . 
But fill our ſkins brimful of wine, 
And drain the bottles dry. 
And a toping we will go, &c.. 


Sung in the Maſque of ALrzD.. 


ö 
1 


HEN Britain Ge, at Heav'n's command,, 
: * from out the azure main; 
Tkuis was the charter of the land, | 
_ And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain: 
1 Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves; 
| Britons never will be flaves.. 


SONGS T ER. 
The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall: 


Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 


The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, ACE 5 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke 5. 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
-Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule, Britannia. &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame 7 


All their attemps to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe thy gen'rous flame; 
But work their woes, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 


Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine 3 
All thine ſhall. be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore its circles thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


The mufs ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair: 


Bleſt iſle ! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, | 


And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves; 
Britons never will be ſlaves. 
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THE INFALLIBLE DOCT OR, 


Movie your friend, grave man of art, 

I find a ſtrange, unuſual ſmart, 

*Tis herg—fierce ſymptoms at my heart. 

| Diſcover. 


*Tis pleaſure, pain, a mix'd degree, 
My pulſe examine, here's you fee ; 
What think you can my fickneſs be ? 
Allover. 


A lover 1— tis my eaſe, too fure! 

O eaſe my ſtraight— I'll not endure; 

Preſcribe, I'II follow cloſe the cure. 

Take hope. 


But if ſhe thoite of fpeach! or 2) 

Prove coy, or falſe with other men, 

Ah, doctor! —what expedient then! 
8 bz A rope. 


7... FCCC ICAL IE IAG PATIL IE 2 EDI: 
Sung in the Fovial CREW. 


No woman her envy can ſmother, 
Though never ſo vain of her charms ; 


* T4 N 2 © 
- 7 oy Seb Cs: 9 n 6. 
; * * 3 " 
F 


3 


SONGSTER mh. 


If 2 beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms. 


wr 
L 


New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grows leſs ; 
Her poor little heart is ſtill aching, 
At 5528 of another“ s ſucceſs. 


7. 


By nature deſign'd, in love to unkihd 
That different beauties ſhould move; 
Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhould reign PI inc 
Sole monarch in empire of love. 3 
0 | 
Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due; 
If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
Yow'll not be contented with two; 
8. No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


nen en vnn ene. 


4 FAVOURITE SON G. 
E. 


Sung at aun 


\ * Q U? you gain the tender creature? 
Softly, gently, kindly teat her: 
Suff'ring is the lover's Part: 
a Beauty by conſtraint roſleſiogs | 
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You enjoy but half the blefling ; 


Lifeleſs charms, without the heart. 


Ie On IO e BEDS be 


Sung at VAUXHALL». 


A RI 8 E, ſweet meas of morn, | 
With thy mild beam our ſkies adorn :; 3 


For, long as ſhepherds pipe and play, 
This, this, ſhall be a holy-day, 
Holy-day, holy-day, holy-day, 


This, this, ſhall be a Rr day. 


See! morn N er ; a roſy hue 


Steals ſoft oer yonder orient blue; 


Soon let us meet in trim aray, 
And frolick out this holy- day, 
FHoly- day, holy-day, holy- day, 
And frolick out this holy- day. 


WW a  , wv 


CATCHES 


TODO ARE COLNE RES 


EL the W Chrit-church bells, 


One, two, three, four, five, ſix, 
They ſound ſo won'dy great, ſo wond'rous fweet, 
And they trowl ſo merrily * | 


Hark ! the firſt and frocnd bell, 

That ev'ry day at four and ten, 

Cries, come, come, come, come, come to pray'rs, - 
And the Verger trips before the Dean. 


Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the ſmall bell: at nine, 
To call the bearers home ; | 
But the ne'er a man will leave his cann, 

Till he hear the mighty Tom, 


AN AY NAY ASA, r | 


FOR THREE VOICES. 


 OLLOW, Follow, Follow, Follow, 
Follow, Follow, Follow, Follow me. 


170 SONG rx. 
Whither ſhall 1 ade; Whicher ſhall I follow, 


Follew, Follow, Follow, thee? . 
To the Green-woed, To the Green- wood, 
To the Green- wood, Green-wood Tree. 


WOE 8 . * N eee 


„ „ 


| New now we are met, 


And humours agree, 
Call, call for wine, 
. |  Anid loſe no time, 
But let's merry ws 3 


Fill, ll it about, 
To me let it come, 
Fill the Glaſs to the top, 
I'll drink every drop, 
Supernaculum . 


* Beal to the King. 2975 T0 
Round, round let it paſs, 5 
Fill it up, and then 
Drink it off like men, 
Never baulk your Glaſs. 


2 lbs.” " 1 
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FOR THREE VOICES. 


| As BOAT, a boat unto 1 b 3 | 


For we came here for to be merry 


* To laugh and quaff and drink old cherry. 


s 


AKK 


FOR THREE VOICE MAE 
Sek = my Phillis hos fallen bas fallen to By 


| ſhare, 
In a bumper I'll drink, ru eriok, ru 41 to * 
Fair, ; 2232 
And the man here who e en vies me the mals 
Let him bid me ſay more; ſoy more, * more to 
that toaſt, | | | 
For a larger Vl ſoon, ſoon oldies my cup: 
To the brim full, to the brim full, fill the 0 | | 
Jo the brim fill the conſtable, | 
To the brim fill the conſtable up. 
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FOR THREE VOICES. 


| Em the toaſt my good fellow, be Jonal and 


| | gay, h 2 
And let the briſk moments paſs jocund away 


P2- 
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192 SONGSTER. 
Here's the King—take your burgpers, my brave 
Britiſh fouls; 


Who guards your fair freedom ſhould crown your 
full bowls. ; 


Let him SEE ae and bappy—ſee Lewis brought 


And alt all the comforts, no cares, of a crown. 


FP 


i FOR FOUR VOICES. 


| Sxx, my boys, the fuming bowl, 
Let jolly bumpers take their round; 
Rapture ſeize on ev'ry ſoul, 
Till loud each chearful voice reſound. 
Pow'r and wealth, | 
Beauty, health, 
rhe and mirth in wine are erowni', 
Toys abound, 
To Pleaſures found, . 
Only where 25 ets ls goes round, 
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ſcore | TI Page 11 
As Jamie Gay gang'd blithe his way” SI 34 
As bringing home the other day „ 
And did you not hear of a jolly young waterina 75 
Aſk if yon 'damalk roſe is ſweet N 
Awake, my charmer, my Roſalind, awake 55 


About the warm ſeaſon when farmers reap 9 12 5 


Amphitrion and his bride, 1 Pare "wy 23 


Aſſiſt me, ye fair tuneful nine 18 
As Delia, bleſt with ev ry grave” 335 68 
A jolly briſk tar but a little time ſince © © 93 


A wit and captain ſtrove, Sir 119 
As blithe as the linnet ſings in the group! wood 134 


Ah! Chloris, cou'd I now but fit | 140 8 
Adviie your friend, grave man of t 166 
Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn 1868 
4 boat, a boat unto the ferry 171 


* 
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Boatſwain, pipe up, all hands, hoy . 


NMythe Jockey, young and gay 4 97 
By the fide of a-ftream, at the foot of a hilt 37 
Behold this fair goblet, *twas. carv'd from the 


tree 20 

By the fide of the ſweet river bo. 23 
Bleſt as the immortal gods is he 67 
Caan love be controul'd by adviſe 3 
Come, ye lads, who wiſh to ſhine 30 


Come, come, my good d our ſheep we muſt 
| - . ſhear 


3 8 
Come, fouſe, brother ſportſman, the hinders all cry 


| | 56 

P come, here, gane fovunts; and lien to me 98 

N Come, come, my companions, let's be joeund and 

2 SA7 TRE. 121 

| Come liſten and laugh. at the times „ 

Come, volunteers, eonmnme 117 

Come all ye jolly Bacchanals 163 

| Come, my never-frowning glaſs 47 

| Come, honeſt friends, and jovial boys. 169 
PREP: D | 

' Deſpairing beſide a elear ſtream | 143 

Dear heart! what a terrible live am I led 13ot 


Dear Madam, enen 1 130 


7 


bend knd Ward. hid frond hand hand Bd 


kw io ia os 


- | * 
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Farewell ye green fields, and ſweet r ©; 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and' young” SET 0 68 
Fill, fill your glaſſes £4 14 Re 
Far ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom 178 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh grief 2 
From ploughing the . * theeſing Mon- | 

fieur - 100 
Follow, * follow, follow. „ 169 q 
Give me but a wife, I expedt 1 not to find + 102 
Go ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot 232 


God ſave great George our king 160. 


Gay Damon long ſtudy'd. my heart to obtain 143 
Give the toaſt, my good e be A and Se 


WV | 7 
He's as tight a lad to ſrer to, i; 2 e ee 
How little do the landfmen. know > 25% 10 50 
Had I a heart for falſhood fram'd 76. 
How harmleſs and ſweet are the joys. of 40 Wer 
iq "as 
Hear me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwair 42 
How ſweetly ſmells the ſummer green. 44 
How blithe was I each morn to ſee „ 
Hail maſonry, thou craft divine 89. 
How happy was I ES. 90 71 
How fair is my love e 7 
How prone the boſom is to ch of 136 


| * che bonny Chriſt church bells 1069 


De „ N DI R. X. 


by. 


| 1 | 
Vl paſs no 1 at a9 37, l. ang; 
I. tis joy to wound a lover e d 11-1 Ihe 
L do as I will with my Fn. 5 4 oe 
In ſweet healthy air, on a. farm of mA o n 77 
In ancient times when England's fanie hs 
Llama poor lad, and mean is my legs 102 
I hate all their nonſenſe . 155 128 
In. all mankind's promiſcuous: race .lt 
I'd have a man of ſenſe and air 62 
I'm marry'd, and happy, with wonder hour this 85 
In Paris city, they report for truth © 90 
In purſuit of ſome labs from gore flocks that had' 
| __ n 16 | 1 Ito 
Let fuſty old grey-beards of apathy boaſt 84 
Let others Damon's praiſe rehearſe 1 55. 
Leave party diſputes, your attention T pray | "" 268 
Let heroes delight in the toils of the War ER 65 
Let the declining damaſk roſe 138 
Leave, neighbours, your work, and to ſport and to 
play | 6 158 
Let a ſet of ſober aſſes ed > 


6 

My fond meren of late were ſo bleſt 103 | 
Maidens let your lovers laoguiſh 1 56 
Maſter Jenkins ſmok'd his pips 333 


_- 
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Near a thick grove, whoſe deep abet ſhade 

„ 

Near a beende, I met on the plain ES 
Nanny bluſhes When I woo her 121 

No nymph that trips the verdant plans 112 

No woman her envy can ſmother 166 

oy hear me, dear Nanny, nor treat with diſdain, 

a 142 
ow, now we are met. 
One 3 * early, one morning in the ſpring 

2 
0 why nk" we ſorrow who never knew fin, 34 | 
O what joy does conqueſt yield 1 
O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and N 
bare 5 „ 
Of woman, to tell you EEE hdd EY i 
On old England's bleſt ſhore © 87 


Orpheus with his n trees 1 


P aſh about the briſk bow, _ enliven the heart 


8 

5 R * a 

Rouſe, rouſe, jolly ſportſinat the kings are 0 
ot 1 


Rouſe Britain $ varlike throng 72 


„ 14 4 
pn 
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Sweeteſt of pretty maids, let Cupid incline thee 150 
a Since wedlock's in vogue, and ſtale virgins def. 


„ plfed 5-17 ts Gt. oh 
Sound the fife—beat the drum—to my Randard 
rer 3 3 
| See, my boys, che fuming. = 3 
Since my Phillis has fallen, bas fallen to my ſhare 
171 
| T 
The echoing ow calle the Gartfilan read 
The along plovghwas hails the bluſhing 2 
| 5 
| The Rode morn's enamour'd beam e 
The” prudence may preſs nme 33 
The bird that hears her neſtling cry 1 eo 
The ſoldier tir'd of wars alarms . +. * 88 
»Twas when the ſeas were roaring © 173 
The morning eee would wake me his 
SS bride 80 
| There are grinders enough, Sirs, of rey Gere 
The man who with a gentle heart 7 185 | 
Ihe morning op'd ſmiling, all nature was gar 16 
Tom loves Mary paſſing well -- "wy 
The trav'llers that through deſarts ride 47 
The thund'ring drums did beat to battle 69 
To eaſe his heart, and own bis flame 109 
'Tis a twelvemonth 480, Bar, perhops they are 
twain 1 „ 


| Tell * laſſes, have you ben out 141 


. 
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Vows of love ſhould every þ bind W 
When mighty Hal beef was the Englithman' VR 5 
| food | 10 
What exquiſite nating x _ 6 
With the man that 1 tore. was I deſtin'd to dwell 5 
6 
What chear, ee tars! our coll are all ot 7, 3 
Was I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep _ 4 
When late I wander'd o'er the plains — "9 
While others ſtrip the new fallen ſnows 128 
When Bacchus, jolly god, invites 147 
Where the jefſamine ſweetens the bow'r 148 
While on earth's ſoft lap deſcending 1354 
| When forc'd from dear Hebe to go SALTS 


1 N » E X. e 179 : 


When ſtern Achilles left the Grecian band 39 1 


When diſcord ceas'd, and bloody broils no 
more | 114 4 


While the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom 116 
We have no idle prating : „ 
Wou'd you gain the tender creature 167 
When Britain firſt at heav'n's command 164 
While the lads of the village ſhall merrily, ah! 148 
Were I as poor as wretch can be 92 
y 


Ve mortals whom trouble and ſorrow attend 38 


"OP n N K, 
Ve fair marry'd dames, who ſo often deplore 194 
Ye virgins of Britain who wiſely attend 131 


